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PREFACE 

Many a tcaebcr of Knglisli must rarely 
liave exclaimed from time to time at tlie 
appropriateness for closer study in the school- 
room of certain essays, renews or leaderettes 
winch he has enjoyed for himself in his weekly 
or monthly perusal of the standard English 
journals 

It is hoped that the following passages, all 
culled from the Literary and Educational 
Supplements to The Txmes, will be apprcciatwl 
hj such tcachcra, both for their matter, which, 
though thoroughly varied, is always ’educational* 
in the most liberal sense, ond also for their 
simplicity and raciness of style. 

Thej will be found particularly useful, it is 
also hoped, for the foreign student, whose 
compulsory study of the older and mort. difficult 
classics tends to colour his own speaking and 
writing with a distinetly uQ-English, nsmllj 
archaic or pedantic, tone in phrasing and 
I'ocabular) 

lly thanks arc doc to the The Txnie^ 
Puhlishmg Companj, Ltd., for allowing me to 
reprint these copyright ‘Contemporarj Tssays’ 

N C L. 
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ART AND SCIENCE 

Amongst modern intellectual activities it 
v?ould seem that science occupies the first 
plane We ate Imng in one o£ the great ages 
of science , a large number of highly gifted 
men ate engaged m effecting a complete r<*\ o- 
lution in oar ideas about the materinl universe , 
vve are contemporary with at least one scientific 
geniQS of the very first order As compared 
•with the quantity and quality of modern 
scientific ac^evements, their imaginative liold- 
ness, theic splendid sweep, nearly all our present- 
day achievements m the arts seem relatively 
lifeless, tumd, or just petulantly darmg m 
conception, an'cmic in execution This state of 
affairs is faithfully reflected m our best modem 
criticism. To turn from the lamentations of out 
literacy men to the enthusiastic optimism of our 
men of science is to pass from an atmosphere 
■which is sichly to the full vigour and joyfulness 
of another renaissance. But while we may 
admit that this description of the present 
state of the arts and sciences is correct, it docs 
1 



CO^^TE^lPOEARY ESsAYS 

BOt follow that science occupies a more im- 
portant position in the modem consciousness 
than does art. We cannot conclude that art has 
nothing to say to us because, it may be, we 
find it is saying nothing now. Present art 
does not include past art in the way in which 
present science includes past science. That 
we should be living in a period of comparative 
artistic sterility matters little ; it is still true 
tbat the world is full of great works of art. 
But the science of the past is mastered once for 
all ; what it has to say it has said, and the 
science that ceases to progress has nothing 
more to say. A work of art is permanent 
in a way in which a great scientific investi- 
gation is not. Those who wish to know Dante’s 
achievement must read Dante, in spite of all Iris 
commentators. All scientific men know Newton’s 
achievement, hut very few of them have read 
Newton. It is not necessar}’. Modern science 
incorporates the whole of science, while all the 
poetry since Dante’s time, to whatever extent it 
may have been influenced by him, does not 
incorporate him. 

We here touch on the essential character- 
istic of a work of art ; what it conveys cannot he 
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APT A\D SCIENCE 

otlierv.ise couveyed It is not true that a 
pcientific vrork is completely impersonal, but 
it IS true that the personal element m it is 
not essential to its meaning It certainly seems 
to he true, in some cases, that a Bcientific 
theory could not have originated except in the 
ifldindual zniad irbore it did onginats. Nerer- 
theleas, this mdividoality is of no scientifac 
importance 1 \hth a work of art, on the other 
hand, nhat is important m it 13 precisely its 
individuality To understand m vrhat r\ay a 
woik of art IS on irreplaceable athievement we 
ha>e to understand more clearly what is meant 
by this term ‘individuality’ To the logician 
language is an instiuinent foi the expression of 
propositiOQs-~ond an onsatisfactory instrument 
at that To the scientihc man, also, language 
exists to state propositions. In this region we 
are all at one. Logical discourse is the true 
Gemnn-platz of human bemg'^ The profound 
ind subtle differences between man and man are 
not manifest here , the *Uoman mind’, that 
definite, single entity so difficult to trace else- 
where, is hero apparent. TTe are all one m the 
sight of the logician In logic there 13 no place 
for individuality Ihogicians no doubt, are 
S 
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individuals, but tbeir science would only be 
perfect wb.en they were completely indistinguisb- 
able in tbeir work. It is to tbis Gemein-^lcit^ 
tbat science also appeals. It is to tbis tbat 
science owes its strength, and it is for tbis reason, 
also, tbat science can never be more tban a part 
of life. Tbe ground of science, as it were, is 
tbat wbieb all men bave in common, and for 
tbat reason tbe greater part of every man is 
outside science. Dbeetly one penetrates suffici- 
ently deep to come to fundamental divergences 
between man and man science becomes im- 
posable. Tbe perpetual creation of irrecon- 
cilable pffilosopbies is a sufficient demonstration 
of tins. Philosophy attempts to proceed from a 
deeper region tban tbe Gemein-platz and yet to 
secure universal assent. It penetrates to tbe 
region of art, without taking upon itself tbe 
limitation of individuabty. As a result it is 
usually neither art nor science, but an unsatis- 
factory blend of both. 

Yet tbe impulse to say more tban tbe 
partial thing, tbe impulse to express one’s 
total view of life and tbe universe, is irresistible 
in some men. Amongst those who act as if 
aware tbat tbeir total view is unique and limited 
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ire isrtists , tliose xvlio, for some reason, have 
never become consmons of tbeuc uniqueness as 
individuals can, ivith a naive confidence m their 
own representatue character, create philosophic 
51 stems. And vre, eager for a closer and deeper 
contact mth other «iouIs than the Gcmein-2^af3 
can afford, turn to worhs of art or, it may 
be, to certain systems of philosophy Ve ate 
conscious of BO much in us that cannot be stated 
in the form of propositions , “wc desire Ulummatvon 
on so man> things that the language of logic 
IS incompetent to deal with> And the miracle 
of art IS that it can convey jost these messages, 
satisfy ]ust these needs. It mil be seen that we 
are not here considering a work of art as some 
kind of objective entity existing to create m the 
obsener an ‘'esthetic emotion’ of greater or 
less intensity HVhether something which can 
be identified as an ‘xestlietic emotion* really 
exists we may leave m doubt , we may perhaps 
admit that objects, probably paintings, exist 
which arouse this emotion and whose function 
13 therebv fnlfilled But when w e come to great 
works of literature or music it is certain that 
we ate conscious of veetly more than a unique, 
but non-significant, ‘Ihnil’ In these domains, 
5 
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at any rate, Are find more intelligible tbe state* 
ment tbat a great work of art is the revelation 
of a great spirit. 

The important element in a rrork of art, 
and that rrhich determines its order of magni- 
tude, is vrhat rre may call its ‘frame of refer- 
ence’. This is sometimes called the artist’s 
vision of life. We mean by it the rrhole complex 
of sensibiiit)', emotion, insight, intelligence 
vrhich, in conjunction vith his actual experience, 
determines the artist’s attitude towards life. 
Just as each one of us has his whole perception 
and knowledge of the world of matter conditioned 
by an unescapable space-time framework, so tbe 
world the artist presents to us is inevitably con- 
ditioned by Ins unique constitution. It is this 
which bestows unity on the world he presents, 
a unity which lies much deeper than any 
technically harmonious dovetailing he may also 
have achieved. It is on this that his masnitude 

w 

as an artist depends ; from what depths come his 
vision and what is its range ? This, the truly 
vital and important characteristic of a work of 
art, we immediately perceive. We are immedi- 
ately aware of ‘bigness’ in a work which may 
he faulty and even eontemprible judged by 

6 



ART AXD SCTEVCE 

all tlio ordinary canons. And the presence of 
‘artistic perfection’ cannot blind us to tbe 
absence of greatness of epmt. The funetion of 
a work of art is to beighten our own consci- 
ousness. Besides onr conscious life we have 
also, as tbe psychologists are agreed, a life which 
u bturely conscions or e\en quite anconscioua. 
We are deaf to many inner voices. In tbe rush 
and clamour of the conscions life we cannot, as 
it were, pay attention to many of tbe Jess 
audible elements of our being Yet most men 
are aware, almost uneasily aware, of valuable 
moments they neglect We have a eudden 
intoitiOQ, a dash of msight, an unetpeoted and 
disturbing emotion We dismiss them , we 
decide that, for our conscious purposes, they are 
of no significance. But these occasions gi\ e us 
a glimpse of the mystery we ere to our^eh es. 
Wo have, in embryo to it were, sensibilities 
strange to our notm^ life, ways of apprehending 
reality uluch find no place in our ^stcmatie 
thinlang Wc become aware that we are only 
partially self conseioos. The increase in anare- 
ness that we must ossume to ha^e occurred 
m the match from the amccha to man has 
reached no final term. Of what we really are, 
7 
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of what threads link tJS to the universe, we still 
have but a dim conception. And need we 
assume, as many psychologists seem to do, that 
the elements of which we are normally unaware 
in ourselves belong to a more elementary and 
primitive state of being 1 Doubtless many of 
them do. But, if there is any truth in the 
scientific story of man’s progress, can we not 
assume, on this ground alone, that the seeds of 
a further development lie in us ? Are all our 
moments of what we call heightened conscious- 
ness to he explained in terms of the complexes of 
the psycho-analyst ? It seems to us more likely 
that a gemus is a forerunner of the race that 
is to he than that he is merely a man with 
exceptional access to the more primitive elements 
of his being. And those works of art which 
heighten onr consciousness, which, in certain 
directions, make us aware as we have never been 
aware before, are not merely bringing into 
consciousness suppressed primitive desires hut 
are, by their powerful impact, raising us to a 
higher state of being than we can yet normallv 
live. ' 

It is part of the mystery of art that it can 
infiuenee ns in this way. The effect is not to he 
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traced to aDythxng m the work of art which can 
bo clearly analysed The essence of a great 
poem IS not to be found m the meaning of any 
statements it contams, profound os these might 
be For music la even more povrerfnl than 
literature in this r^pcct. Beethoven’s greatest 
muye more completely embodies the superhuman 
life, conve) s more of a knowledge and experience 
transcending our own, than anything that ire 
know in language It is as if Beethoven could 
hear clearly Mhat those who can listen to his 
music normally hear hut famtlv It is something 

which lies outside our ordinary experience, 
but it IS something to which wc are not stranger® 
Beethoven docs, m fact, belong to the rarest and 
greatest land of artist, those who extend and 
make more profound onr universe There are 
other artists, as Wagner, who illuminate what 
we are already familiar with , the passions and 
desires of out life which is f^ncerned with this 
earth arebvthemshownforth in all theiratrength 
and snbtleU They deal with the adapted life 
while the others persuade us that there is a non* 
adapted life, that there is a reality to which we 
belong and which is different from the reality we 
know But both these kinds of artist increase 
9 
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our awarene«o, and they arc to be judged by 
the extent to nrhich they do this. On the 
‘ ajsthetie emotion ’ theory the function of a 
"vrork of art is to ireoducc an emotion. Ti^'e 
prefer to say that its function is to bestow 
comprehension, although by this term we do 
not mean a purely intellectual act. The work 
of art, by arousing wbat may be called emotions, 
but wbat we prefer to call states of awarene^, 
gives us fi:esh data for the understanding of 
life. .Jnst as the mystic can never be content 
with any view of life which takes no account 
of the emotion or state of au-areness which 
so profoundly influences him, so those who have 
experienced the revelation which some great art 
brings can never again look for the meaning of 
life within the hounds set to it by ordinary 
experience. They understand something they 
never understood before, although they may 
be no more able than the mystic to say what 
that something is. The real value of art, then, 
its real contribution to the life of the world, 
consists in this deejKning and extension of the 
consciousness of those who are susceptible to 
it. It is one of the chief agents in the higher 
evolution of man. The arts should he included 
10 
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ajnoEg t)x& other factors tahen into account hy 
the evolutionary psychologist when predicting 
the fotnre histo^ of the race. Science aids a 
partial progress of man , the scientific outlook 
IS an indispensahle element m the modem 
consciousness , a man who is without it is, at least 
partially, a pntmtivc creature. And we may 
even say that the effect of science in aiding 
the mind to grow to matunty is mote obvious 
than the effect of the arts. But it is for 
the same reason that the mathematical sciences 
progress more swiftly than the biological 
sciences fewer and simpler elements are in- 
corporated. The arts cover, as it were, a 
much larger field. The man nho understands 
Kewton— who has, that la to say, re-thought 
^Jewton's thoaghts'~has certainly added a cubit 
to his stature. But the man who has ezpen- 
cnced all that a great artist has to convey 
has been affected throughout a much greater 
extent of hia being 

In using the term genius we must make 
an important distinction There is the genius 
who has greater sensibility than the normal 
man, and the genius who has a higher degree of 
consciousness. "Wagner and Tolstoy, for in- 
II 
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stance, are geniuses "wliose exceptional cliaraeter- 
istic is their sensibiUty- They illuminate our 
experience by tbeir forcible presentation of it j 
they do not make it more profound. Jleither 
Wagner nor Tolstoy impresses us as having 
advanced one inch beyond us on the road the 
human consciousness is traveUrng ; they react 
more intensely to vrhat we are already aware of, 
but we are already familiar with all that they 
convey. They present us, as it were, with a 
panorama of the known life. We recognize 
every figure in the procession, although we may 
never have seen them so vividly lit up before* 
The value of this type of genius .is that it 
enables us to take stock of where we are ; it is 
not prophetic. It aids perception, but does not 
bestow comprehension. As a conseqnence their 
work is done once for all. Isothing can start 
from them. All that Wagner the musician or 
Tolstoy the novelist aids a disciple to do is to 
present an inferior panorama of his own. 
Comprehension is gained by relating onr data 
within a scheme. This is the intellectual act. 
The comprehension we say some works of art 
bestow is not so purely intellectuaL The re- 
lation concerned is a fdt relation. And we 
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may aiy of sucli a relation that it is more or less 
jiofoQni And the scheme may he such that 
our total expenenee is contained withm it. 
^Ve see it henceforth as relative to a deeper 
reality, and so rve are enabled, in the sense in 
which we have used the word, to comprehend 
It. Our consciousnesa is veritably heightened, 
for elements m our awareness that we did not 
fully understand arc shown to have been 
premomtions of a reality we had not graspeoL 
We come into a fuller, greater world, and move 
with knowledge where before wo groped m 
darkncaa The dearest and simplest examples of 
the type of gemns who manifests a higher degree 
of cossciousnes-«, as distinguished &om a greater 
sensibility, are to be found amongst «?eientific 
men If we compare Newton with his contempo' 
ranes, for instance, wo find that what to them 
were obscure premomtions did, m his mmd, 
emerge into full light He stood, as it were, 
a foot higher than any of them, and from tins 
vantage point could giv e an accurate map of a 
country whoso contours they could only dimly 
surmise. It happened, m hia case, that this 
extra elevation revealed nothing totally un- 
suspected hy the most advanced of his coutempo- 
13 
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raries. The carye of human development, as 
it -were, went smoothly up to Newton’s level. 
But, as we see in our own time, that extra 
elevation may give a view of an astoundingly 
different universe. Einstein’s work is like 
the discovery of an unsuspected continent. 
There is no evidence that anybody had any 
premonitions of this discover}'. Hence its pro- 
found influence on philosophy. The universe 
and what we mean by reality have become a 
profoundly difierent thing with Einstein’s work — ‘ 
so different that it may take generations before 
the human m i nd has fully adapted itself to it. 
The whole of modern physics, in &ct, has made 
a new way of thinldng necessary. AU its chief 
difflcnlties lie in the unfamiliar character of 
the thoughts it requires us to think. So far the 
human mind has shown itself plastic enough 
to make science, but nobody who follows recent 
scientific developments can help wondering 
whether the elusive reality science seeks will 
turn out to be fjrcscntahle to the human mind at 
all. Tet we do not know how plastic the mind 
is ; we do not know what thoughts are thinkable 
by man, and it may be that he will find his 
pr^ent consciousness and the possibilities of new 
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forms } et in embryo within him sufBcient to 
pursue science to finality, or else to pursue it 
for ever 

Science offers such obvious examples simply 
because it requires only those fiiculties that 
all men possess, although most men, of course, 
possess them m a rudimentary form But it is 
not so clear that the faculties of some great 
artists are possessed by all men We are often 
surprised, in the criticism of some writer whose 
work means much to us, to find that this 
meaning is completely overlooked, just as some 
people hear nothing mote than ‘ romanticism* 
in Beethovens musie. And yet we cannot 
deny the validity of our own perceptions , it 
13 useless to read or listen if w e do We are, 
each one of us, in something the same position 
as the mystic who mnintams the validity of hia 
viaon in face of a world that does nob share 
It Those works of art which taake contact 
with a reality diflercnt from the accepted one 
give us no bridge, os it were, by which we can 
pass from the familiar to the unfimiliar The 
artist sfK'aks directly from the reality he has 
apprehended, the whole work lives m this 
different atmosphere. Here again the demands 
15 
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made by art are quite different from those made 
by science. However strange the universe that 
science now reveals to ns, it is an extension 
of common knowledge. Bat the artist-explorer 
does not show, ns any connecting links, and 
he could not construct them. He knows the 
reality he presents, but he does not know how 
he knows. And unless we also have some 
threads connecting us with this reality, his 
revelation is meaningless to us. And doubt- 
less, among the things that have been seen 
and put forth, there is much that escapes 
each one of ns. To those whose deepest faith 
and hope axe bound up with their belief in the 
development of man such works are the most 
precious productions of the human spirit. The 
artist-explorer and his colleague, the greatly 
intuitive man of science, are in the vanguard of 
humanity. 

These two, the artist and the man of 
science, are indeed advancing towards the same 
end by two different paths. Herman Melville 
has said that ‘From without no wonderful 
effect is wrought within ourselves, unless some 
interior, responding wonder meets it’. We may 
say that it is the interior, wonder that is ex- 
16 
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plored by the attest and the exterior that le 
explored by th& man of science. And the 
human consciousness groi« through successive 
revelations in each of these directions. Not so 
long ago, in the scientific universe of the 
Victorians, it 6e«‘med that man had become in- 
significant. At the present day there seems 
to be a tendency on the part of some people 
to mahe the universe of science insignificant. 
The intellect has done all it can, rre are assured, 
and the result is dust and ashes. No further 
advance can come unless ^e first abandon out 
rational fitculties , reason, as any other than 
a merely practical instrument, is discredited. 
Science, to these people, is a collection of 
recipes for making things like telephones, but, 
Tfbcre the nature of what ae feel to be reality 
IS concerned, ecienco is, and must be, completely 
superficial One can understand this attitude, 
and one can only make the mild but Bu&ucnt 
objection that it is due to lock of knowledge. 
The mysteries with which the man of science is 
concerned ate no whit less mysterious than 
those over which the poet hroods— and the two 
mysteries ate not unrelated- At the back of the 
mystery of the scicatifio nmverse is the mystery 
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o£ man’s mind — not as a pious opinion, but as 
a living, important factor in tbe present and 
future development of science. Sricb it Ims 
always been and must always be, of eoarsj'; 
but it is only recently tbat men of science have 
become fully aware tbat exploration of tbe 
outer w'onder leads them to tbe inner wonder. 
"We do not know wbat yet remains to be ac- 
complisbed bere, but Ave know enough to be 
sure tbat tbis is not tbe time to set bounds 
to reason. In tbe language of mystics reason 
is often referred to as if it were some kind of 
secondary faculty, as if tbe insight we have 
attributed to great artists were altogether 
more valuable. And so some kind of opposition, 
which we believe to be profoundly artificial, is 
created between art and science. We belieA’c 
tbe feet to be tbat tbe two work together ; 
each in its own way is exploring tbe human 
consciousness and making fresh demands upon 
it. It is possible to have a thorough grasp 
of tbe scientific outlook and also to be sympa- 
tbetie to tbe intuitions of tbe artist. The 
modem universe of science is sufficiently pro- 
found and mysterious to accommodate an infi- 
nite number of possibilities and an infinite 
18 
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diversity of creature Those artists who regard 
science as hemg altogether remote from what 
seems to them to be'teality have not understood 
the conventional character of scientific state- 
ments. Troths which are mystical and truths 
which are scientific must equally be accomiQO- 
dated hy the fully developed human conscious- 
ness. Any difficulities vre at present expenepce 
are an expression of our limitations. And at 
the present day, mote than at any preceding 
ptnod in history, it is possible to grant the 
validity of both hinds of vision and to agree, 
further, that they are concerned with the same 
reality But this reality is apprehended in 
different shapes by different faculties, and two 
aspects of the same thing appear to be two 
different things Although wo cannot yet fully 
make the synthesis, we may have faith that the 
artsand the scicnccsbave finally the same function 
and lead us e%er nearer to the same reality 
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All tlaat 2Sx. Bell -writes, no loatter What 
his scbjeet, makes vigorous reading , on such a 
subject as civilization his adaptability and -wit 
are specially grateful. He is passionately 
idealistic, and one associates passionate idealism 
•with ascetic sparseness or feverous solemnity. 
Bat these are sn*om foes of idealism such as 
his, ■which is enamoured of reasonahleness, or 
of "what he calls, as it has heen called before 
him, sweet reasonahlencs — hut called so now 
with a different nuance, as of reason conduciog 
to sweetness, the intellect conceived as an 
explorer, a discoverer of sweet things, in the 
litde-known •world of humane enjoyment 

The civilized, as he envisages them, are 
those who. understanding what thebest pleasures 
are, enjoy them •without a q^ualm- In Athens at 
the time of Socrates and Plato, in Italy at the 
Eenaisance, in Prance and to some extent in 
England in the eighteenth century, there existed 
societies of people of ■this Hud; and •without a 
20 
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society not mucli humane pleasure is ever ccnie 
by Xhe quality it chiefly demands is disinter- 
ested receptivity , its adepts must be ^vhcUj 
free from superstition, prejudice, and all the 
ready-made taboos of the conventionil The\ 
must be able to recognize every pleasuie as good 
that does not interfere with an> other pleasure 
and, of course, they will value most highl> 
pleasures m which the mind and feelings are 
most keenly engaged, msthetic, artistic, emotional 
pleasures. The only check on their pursuit of 
these will be the reflection that intense feeUug 
13 apt to be exclusive, exclosii e both of other 
people and of other feelings. For to be highly 
owdized yon. muat he able to cuter into as many 
diflerent kinds of enjojTuent as possible, and 
3 ou must also be able toehaie > our enjoyment — 
not, of coarse, ‘ in widest commonaltj ’ , >Ir 
Bell’s enjoyment IS not joy, and its exquisitene^ 
knows no trace of the moral tamt— bnt with 
others of your kind, a kind of which, thank 
heaven, there never can be very many Of ah 
the delights of the civilized, the most impenous, 
the most disciplinary 13 that m which they 
reveal their civilization to one another in the 
art of conversation 


21 



COXTEilPORXRY ESSAYS 
31r, Bell’s picture of the civilized man, 
care-free, kind-liearted, sensitive, xeinorseless 
in logic, nncomproroising in passion, inactive, 
tasteful and nnshoelialjle, is assuredly very se- 
ductive. To l>e civilized, he tells us. yon need not 
he good and yon must not he natural. The 
artist, the hero, the philosopher, the saint are 
all unlikely candidates. These men, after all, are 
variously employed in living, hut the civilized 
must concentrate upon the savour of life, enjoy- 
ing it to the full and as a \ 7 h 0 le, enjo}'ing also 
its snhtlest and most recondite details. The 
idea attracts us because it seems both to open 
all doors and to invite our entrance. "We all 
know what difficulties dog the hero and the 
saint, and are daunted hy the ascetic ardours of 
preparation for achievement such as theirs. The 
charm of civilization as against their rather 
dismal and dubious successes is that, instead 
of requiring ns to forgo our pleasures, it only 
calls upon us to multiply, to diversi^ and, of 
course, to arrange them, for, naturally, they 
must always be submissive to the reason at 
whose dictates they are pursued, and ready for 
recollection in tranquil talk. The attainment 
of this equipoise is the latent snag. Mr. Bell 
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knows oil akont but be js too much held by 
the glamour of his snbjeet to have much sipace 
for the pitfalls. PwWp^ mdeed, he has not 
fully faced the question of compatibility m 
pleasures whether, for example, the integral 
enjoyment of life, which la his first requirement, 
13 reconcdahle with all those subtler and more 
recondite adventures which usually engross 
the epicure. 

No one will question, os Mr Bell nghtly 
assumes, that Athens and France m the periods 
he names achieved a nch humanity which is 
still a model, end toay not ever be surpassed. 
The endeavour to be civilued must always carry 
nnth it the endeavour to bring to cultivation an 
high as theirs the urbanity, the conviviality 
which distinguished them. But, of course, not 
at any price. "We must bnog our own faculties, 
our own prmciples, our richer implementation, 
our wider expencuce, our more considered ideal- 
ism to the convivial level, and it nould be 
better to sacrifice the conviviahty than the ideal- 
ism or the principles, if one must go, for con- 
viviality 13 mere achievement, while idealism 
and principles have molavo power, they teach 
out into the future. There is, in fact, all the 
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difi’eience in tlie ^vorld between being and be- 
coming civilized ; and it does not follow in tbe 
least that we can become civilized to-day by 
imitating tbe escellences and attainments of 
past ages. Some of their excellences we have 
outgrown; for others we have no aptitude; 
others are inconsistent with onr presentiment of 
good. Frankly, the kind of life which Mr. Bell 
describes as ideally best has the defect of giving 
the last word to a kind of omniscience known as 
diailnsion. It enthrones reason, makes reason 
onr ultimate arbiter. Yet we aU know that the 
operations of reason are limited, since it does 
not provide its own material. In fact, tbe 
civilized life he adores is, in strict parlance, a 
life of disdpation; it depends upon a flow of 
energy horn reserves which it has no means of 
storing and does not care to maintain. It is 
not an entire life. 

Of course, onr presenti-day life in England is, 
in hir. Bell’s view, deplorably uncivilized, 
live contentedly in fog, we see no difierence 
between means and ends, we do not know what 
pleasure is or what life is for, we have no sense 
of values. His sallies will be widely appreciated 
by the harhmans he attacks, who, indeed, will 
24 
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tegrcii nothing in his pages except an occasional 
absence of the perceptiveness and politeness 
•which the> instil Has he, for example, met 
Englishmen^ivho, in the course of the War, 
demanded of others sacrifices they w ere not ready 
to make themselves ^ If ea, he has had time to 
discover that his experiences were iinfortuoate 
To persist m preaching upon them suggests, 
shear wrongheadedness and uudeinuncs confi- 
dence. It IS not really senous. No, 3Ir Bell is 
not quite serious, he is brilliant , he will amuse 
many, therefore, and convince fen Take the 
resthetio pleasuies, the artistic pleasures, where 
hir Bell’s arraignment of onr deficiency is bjieoi* 
ally scathing Even here our blundermgs and 
our grossness appear more rtspeotable when one 
reflects that the highest attainment in the arts 
has been tbe -aorkof men for is bom art itself 
nas a means. Verhaps oven the finest jcsthotic 
pleasure may not bo attainable b> those who 
pursue it for its own sake. The perfect 
enjoyment of a meal may involve a ten-mile 
walk over the moors , the perfect eujoynieut of 
a quartet of Beethoven may iniolve ten years 
of contest with foes such as he had to contend 
with. The enjoy mcnb of beauty , like the cre- 
25 
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ation of it, is tlie function, surely, of a life com- 
mitted to many activities vritli vrliicli sucli 
enjoyment appears to have nothing to do ; so 
much so that to discover enjoyment to he the 
end of life may be to lose the substance through 
•which it reaches ns. 

For enjoyment the sur&ces of things are 
enough, hut life demands thickness and solid- 
arity ; that is -where religion and morality come 
in — tedious matters to Mr. Bell, but to English 
people in general both still deeply evocative, 
and responsible for many of the absurdities and 
blunderings -which evoke his irony. They are 
factors, -we surmise, of far greater influence in the 
growth and maiutenanee of a civilization than 
all that free exercise of irresponsible intellect 
vrbich hir. Bell delights in. And are they all 
niutionl It is not impo^ble, of course, that 
illusion is indispensable to growth; it is not 
imposable that the lives of ‘highly civilized’ 
persons must necessarily be devoted to under- 
mining the foundations of the house they live 
in. Still, there they are and there the house 
is ; and, that being so, it is permissible to wonder 
■whether the decay they inaugurate may not 
come of their having lost some -virtue which 
26 
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tte uncivilized buildets possessed, whether, in 
short, the detachment and disinterestedne^ on 
which they pnde themselves, m freeing them 
from the errors of their neighboars, may not at 
the same time have severed them from the deeper 
sources of vital experience. 
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A General Election may be more important 
than it used to be, but it is certainly less amusing. 
To-day everybody has a vote, and perhaps just 
for that reason nobody cares much about having 
one. At any rate nobody makes any show 
of caring. Eighty or a hundred years ago few 
had the right to vote, but all cared or pretended 
to care about the contests. Many people who 
would not like to admit that they are very 
old can remember the flags and the colours, 
the noise and the horse-play, the viably -flowing 
drinks giving proof of the invisibly-flovring half- 
crowns and crowns and sovereigns, which made 
the old elections as good as or better than 
a play to a populace which had little to do 
with deciding them. The painter Watte once 
regretted that the great of the world had 
substituted comfort, which is a private pos- 
session, for splendour, which in its nature offers 
itself to communal enjoyment. He regretted 
the disappearance of the old State carriages 
and State liveries of the aristocracy, which 
28 



ELEOnOVS AND EIiECTOPS 
Tvere a pageant for all eyes to enjoy But 
v»e Have all gone into drab now, as Matthew 
Arnold began complaining fifty years ago , and 
yon may pass through a town where an election 
IS going on and hardly notice a sign of any- 
thing unusual Ton will certainly not see such 
a sight as was to he seen in a certain finnoua old 
city during the election of 1874 the daughter 
of one of the candidates, a baronet of old family 
and large estate, riding or driving through 
the streets dressed from head to foot m the tvo 
glaring colours of her father a party, as if she 
were a clown or a jockoj }7or can you bare 
the sporting cscitement of what continued up 
to 1868 or later, the posting of the state of 
the poll erery hour a system which enabled the 
cautious voter to hold his vote hack till it 
reached its full value, but also, sometimes, if be 
waited too long, let bim down altogether into 
a market where there were no buyers, for the 
reason that one or other candidate had already 
a majority greater than the number of unpolled 
voters. 

It was all very amusing and exciting and 
‘ sportmg ’ — almost of a piece with the pro- 
ceedmgs of the Hon Samuel Slnmkey and 
29 
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Horatio Fizldn, Esq., and not yet very far 
removed from those of Magog Wrath and Bully 
Bluck. But of course it had extraordinaiiiy 
little to do ■Kith any public question or any 
political principle or policy. Like everj*thing 
else in those days, an election was a local, 
even a personal, affair, which only in times 
of great excitement became influenced by 
national considerations. Kearly all the elections 
nowadays are decided, for good or for 
ill, on grounds which can not unfairly he 
described as general and national. The 
immense majority of voters will vote, not for 
Mr. A or Sirs. B but for Socialism or Liberalism 
or Conservatism . not for a popular candidate 
or against an unpopular one (though, of course, 
a good candidate will always poll better than 
a bad one), but rather for or against a certain 
policy. The deciding influence with them will 
be that they have somehow convinced them- 
selves by argument and reading, or by what 
they hear said by those whom they meet every 
day, or by femiiy tradition or class environment, 
that Socialism is the hope of the world, or 
that Conservatism is the only thing that can 
save the country from the ruin involved in 
30 
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Socialism, or that LihenJism is the sound path 
to take between the two extremes Ko 
political philosopher would give t^sopence for 
the opinion on these matters of one voter in a 
thousand. Yet if the decasion were left to 
X>oUtical philosophers alone it is not so certam 
that , it would be a better decision as that it 
would entirely fad to command the obedience 
of the country There would be much less 
immediate danger in leaving it to the phi- 
losophers, who would certainly do nothing rash, 
which IS much more than can be said of 
democracies, as history too plamly show's , but 
there might be a greater remote danger, as 
the philosophers would probably proceed too 
much by abstract reasoning and so little 
conscious of the needs and desires and stupidi- 
ties of the people to be governed that their 
rule would not produce a contented and well- 
ordered State There is everything to be eaid 
against decision by majority, but the answer to 
the everything is that on the whole it works. A 
living statesman who can certainly not be 
accused of too blind a faith in the wisdom 
of the populace was asked not manj yearn 
ago after a certain by -election whether it did not 
31 
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make him almost look back regretfully to tke 
days of absolute monarcby, so insane it seemed 
to cboose sucb a person as was cbosen to 
be a member of a responsible le^slatnre. But 
bis reply was : — 

Oh yes, i€s very disappointing and even disgusting, 
of course ; it’s certainly the exact opposite of what thoerists 
supposed the people would do if allowed to choose their 
own rulers. But there are alleviations under the present 

system : the electors can, if they choose, get rid of at 

tiie next election : in the old days people had to put up 
with iladame de Pompadour and the du Barry for thirty 
( or was it forty ! ) years. 

And tbat is true. On the wboie, the idiots 
and criminals who occasionally get elected 
to democratic Parliaments are fairly soon found 
out and sent about their bu^ess ; and though 
no one would say that in any democratic 
country the best and wisest man in a town 
would be at aE certain to defeat Rigby, or 
Slumkey or Veneering, or even creatures more 
contemptible than they, yet on the whole 
members of Parliament are, if generally rather 
mediocre, at least respectable and well-meaning 
persons, . Lideed, though the House of Commons 
is certainly duller than it was a hundred years 
ago or ewen hfiy, it is probably- true that 
32 
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the old Parliaments never contamed anything 
like so large a proportion of memliers whose 
chief motive m getting themselves there was a 
desire to do public work for the good of 
the conntry In that matter there has probably 
been a continnoas improvement smce tbe seven- 
teenth century There are still members of 
the House of Commons who have put up with 
the disagteeableness of getting there in the 
hope of getting out again before long into 
a peerage or a judgedup, or perhaps of staying 
there in some ofEce of dignity and profit But 
there were net er so fen of such men as there 
ore to-day And only cynics, who seldom 
know any hearts but their own, donbt that 
that IS not due merely to the feet that there 
are for fewer of such piucs and places to 
be got , it IS certainly also due to a higher 
Btandard of political morals and a more wide- 
spread sense of public duty 

People will deny this, for the commonest 
of all cants is the cant of cymmsm. But only 
those rather numwous p«»pl6 who fancy that 
the one sure sign of cleverness w a disbelief m 
goodness will doubt the fact Any that do 
may bo commended to the pages of ifr 

3:^ 
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ITanuer^s mteresting study. The Strucivre 
of Politics at the Accession of- George IIL 
What his researches prove is that the comiuon 
notion that the Secret Service in general, and 
Nevrcastle in particular, spent vast sums in 
buying seats or bribing members is quite in- 
correct. But at the same time he shovrs by 
numerous letters about candidatures how en- 
tirely absent from the minds of either eleetom 
or elected were any considerations of public 
policy or the common weal. The only matters 
of principle which he finds afiecting elections 
are religious or ecclesiastical questions, which 
then, as always, aroused strong prejudices and so 
could even disturb the smooth waters of an 
eighteenth-century borough contest. Apart from 
them, the sole and avowed motives both of 
voters and of candidates were purely personal. 
The voter wanted jobs done for himself, his 
fiaends and relations ; the candidate looked 
to a pension or an office in the Household 
or at least to an increase of importance in 
hia own country through being allowed to 
nominate his supporters for local places in the 
gift of the Crown, All this has now almost 
entirely passed away. Public appointments, 
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great and small, are nearly all made on pablio 
grounds, and tbe oppoxtumtiea of patronage 
are few and unimportant at any rate fat 
too few to be of tbe slightest nse to a member 
who has now»a-daya generally to court the 
sufiiagea of fifty thousand voters or more. 

There are other points brought oat by Mr 
NamiCT m which we have changed leas. He 
shows that Disraeli's legend of the * Venetian 
Oligarchy ' is a legend and not very mneh 
mote. Only a hundred seats, it seems, were 
controlled by all tbe p(»ers together , and of 
this hundred many were not Whigs and had 
uothmg to do with the supposed oligarchy 
But he also shows how hereditary membership 
of Farhsmenb then wb& And id this point 
there is little change to-day Any Cabmet of 
the lost fifty years, not excluding the present 
one (May, 1929) contams tbe names of many 
men who would not have been found there 
if they bad not been the sons op nephews 
of their fotiera or nucles. Nor has the amval 
of Labour affected this. As Mi Namier pomts 
out, the sons of Labour leaders become candi* 
dates for Parliament directly they are of age, 
as did the sons of peets m the eighteenth 
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century. In anotlier matter of lieredity tliere 
has been less change than is often thought. 
It is true that county members are now very far 
from being invariably landowners in the 
constituency. But the statement, often made, 
that all the old familiea have lost their estates 
and disappeared is refuted on many pages of 
Mr. Hamier’s booh. The families whom he 
mentions as then providing members for the 
various counties may no longer do that, but 
a large number, probably the majorit)’’, of 
them are still well known and stiU territorial. 
Indeed, there is stiU great political heredity 
in the world of the aristocracy. TSiere have 
seldom been more heirs to peerages standing for 
Parliament than there were in the 1929 election ; 
and in the then retiring Parliament, as in those 
of the eighteenth century, there were Caven- 
didies and Stanleys and CecUs and Percys 
and Benfrncks, while in the one before, if 
not in this, there were several Lowthers. So 
too, in a matter of larger importance. Mr. 
liTainier points out that the eighteenth-century 
Parliaments, however unrepresentative they 
seem to us, who think of the whole peoploj 
were fefrly lepresentaiive of . what he calls 
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* the political nation* Now tliat that tjodj 
— ^tJio body of peoplo * concerned with, tlie 
nation’s political business '—13 so greatly 
enlarged, tlie repressontatives ore naturally 
drawn from a larger claa And another result 
follows. No douht there is a higher standard, 
as Tie have said, of public morals than there 
used to be Men arc mueb more rarely person- 
ally corrupt. But now, as then, and mdeed 
always, the * political nation ' demands and 
receives the spoils. "When the King was all 
m all, ho and his favountea got whatever plums 
were going In the days of aristocracy pensions 
and places gratified peers and members of 
Parliament and their relations. To-day the 
wago-eamiog classes control the situation, and 
therefore it la they who have to be provided 
for at the expense of the exchequer It is 
the same principle, only with a different 
application which has an advantage and a dis- 
advantage. On the One hand the people who 
obtain the spoils are much more in need of 
them , on the other hand they cost im- 
measurably more to satisfy The Pension List 
of to-day is a much moro respectable and justifia- 
ble thing than its predecessor of the time of 
37 
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George III ; but it costs more in an boar than 
that cost in a year. 

It is tbis * political nation ’ to v.'bicb all 
tbe parties are appealing all over tbe country 
at tbis moment. Tbe men and women wbo 
receive vreebly wages and will be glad to 
receive a weekly pension in tbeic old age are 
mucb tbe largest portion of tbe electorate, and 
naturally receive most of tbe attention of 
those wbo wish to be elected- Tbe ‘ con- 
dition of tbe people’, always tbe most im- 
portant of problems, is now, what it was not 
always, tbe problem the solution of which all 
parties put in tbe forefront of their pro- 
gramme, The solution which wins tbe confi- 
dence of tbe people will win tbe election. 
At least, then, we have tbis large gain, that 
in all tbe constituencies, and not only in a few, 
large issues will be put before tbe electorate. 
It is on tbe view taken of great public ques- 
tions that tbe results will depend ; not, as so 
niany results did a hundred years ago, on such 
things as tbe £5,000 which made Mr. Veneer- 
ing member for Pocket-Breaches or tbe ' plural 
Unity of Mr. Cbristopber Corporate, whose 
single vote made Sir Oran Haut-ton and 
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Mr Simon Sarcastic members for the Borough 
of Onevote- No donbt there is a degree of 
truth m Mr Sarcastic’s assertion that ' all the 
changes m human society that have ever taken 
place from the birthday of the world ere only 
the tnumph of one mode of interest over 
another’ The farmers and miners, the stock- 
brokers and railwaymen of to-day, like the 
peers and squires of the past, will in mo-at 
cases support the candidates m whose hands 
they think their own lutcreBts will be safest. 
But these interests are no longer the interests 
of individuals they are at worst the interests 
of large classes , and they will in many or most 
cases he sincerely believed to be also the 
interests of the nation Moreover, beside the 
people who vote by class interest, and beside 
the people who are pure party men or women 
and would vote for their party whoever led it 
and whatever it proposed, there is always a 
large body of fluctuating votera, independents 
or mugwumps, or whatever they are to be 
called. Some of these arc no less selfish than 
the ela^ or patty voters they change from 
party to party because no party can satisfy 
their clamorous greed But there are others 
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■wliose flaetnations ate xealij due to cousideiice 
and judgment ; and it is tiese independents^ 
•wtateTer their motives, good or had, who 
decide elections. What decides them pa^es 
the wit of experts and prophets to prononnce. 
Soon, now, we shall know their decision : 
but we shall not even then know its grounds. 
Certainly very few indeed of them have the 
necessary knowledge to enable them to weigh 
the possible efieets of the return of this or 
that party on the prospeets of the peace of 
the world or the prosperity of England. 
Protocols and optional clauses, nationalization 
and rationalization, derating and safeguarding, 
individualism and Socialism, free trade and 
protection, are ail problems on which opinions 
worth anything can scarcely be formed without 
a knowledge and a political habit of mind which 
not more than one in a^hundred of the voters 
possesses. Yet these issues, and a hundred 
others, smaller in importance but not much less 
difficult to master, will he partly decided by 
their votes. 

Partly, not wholly ; for in the long run 
we seem to he returning, and shall, if we are 
wise, return more and more, to the 'old system 
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of clioosing the Parhament and Jeaving tbe 
Parhamont to cboosa its solution of tbe pro* 
Hems btougbt before it. It iras a sign of a 
bealthier state of tilings wben, the other da), 
all the parties agreed to recommend their 
candidates to ignore lists of questions sent 
them by bodies outside their constituencies 
Such questions always contain a one sided state- 
ment of the issue on which they aim at pledging 
the candidate The inespenenced candidate 
yields, perhaps, to thevr plausibility, and then 
finds when he gets to the House and hears 
the question debated that he has plainly 
pledged himself on the wrong side It was 
a still better sign when, a few da)s later* 
a member of Parliament wrote to Times 
to say that he bad made a practice of refusmg 
such pledges altogether even when asked for 
in the constituency He quoted BurLe‘a famous 
declaration, of course, and it can nerer be 
quoted too often — 

To deliTer an opinion is the right of all men that 
of coiBtituenU w a weighty aod leapcctalla opinion 
whi^ a repTe''cntat;Te oogbt always to rojoico to heat 
and which he ought always most senoasly to con«idcr 
BatduMmtatiMtBstrQetions nandaUtissn^ which the 
mcmheT la bound bUndly and implicitly to obey, thongb 
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contrary to the clearest conviction of his jndgement and 
conscience, these are things ntterly unknown to the laws 
of this land, and which arise from a fundamental mis- 
take of the whole order and tenonr of our Constitution. 
. . . Government and legislation are matters of reason 
and judgement, and what sort of reason is that in which 
the determination precedes the discussion : in which one 
set of men deliberate and another decide: and where 
those who form the conclusion are perhaps three hundred 
miles distant from those who hear the arguments ■ . . . 
Your representative owes you not his industry only hut 
his judgement ; and he betrays instead of serving you, if 
he sacrifices it to your opinion. 

That is the true doctrine ; and it is to 
he hoped that these rejections of the demand 
for pledges are a sign that we are returning 
to it. The very complexity of public business 
in modem Parliaments ought to compel us to it. 
For no one can now foresee what questions 
will come before a Parliament; and the only 
sound course is to choose a man of character 
and ability who seems likely to deal both 
faithfully and wisely with whatewer problems 
he may he called upon to take his part in 
solving. FTo douht those who helieve in 
Socialism will tend to choose a man who shares 
their belief and those who disbelieve in it 
one who shares their ^belief ; hut subject 
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to that, and not always subject to it, they 
■mil, if they ate xvise, choose a sound man 
and leave him as free aa his soundness deserves. 
So elections get partly back from principles 
and policies to persons, who once wholly 
dominated them And indeed it is not in 
democracy that personality is of least account 
Crowds love a man , they are better judges 
of men than of arguments or policies, and 
in the mass and welter of puzzling and con- 
flicting issues which arise in a modem General 
Election they are apt to fly to faith in Glad- 
stone or Disraeli, ChamheTlain or Lloyd George, 
as the best escape from the noise of contending 
tongues and the confusion of contradictory 
assertions and arguments. That characteristio 
groa*s more important as the electorate grows 
larger, and it may well be said that the greatest 
drsadvantage of the Labour Party in tbe 1929 
dectionisthat Mr MacDonald has never become 
a man with a legend to him, o man whom cvery- 
thmks he has got the nght idea of, as Mr 
Lloyd George has in his way and Mr Baldwin 
m bis. A personality is of course disliked as 
aa liked, and there are disadvantages as 
Well as advantages in being, or seeming to be, 
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•what everybody is quite sure he knows. Bat, on 
the •whole, to be a legend, even if the legend 
be not all golden, probably serves a political 
leader better than merely to be the embodiment 
of certain principles or policies, even if they 
are all sound or all plausibla 

And the results? But this is -written before 
they ate kno-wn and before the prophets can say 
‘I told you so’. 
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In this lyrical age, when contetaporary 
poetry has such a comprehensive and admir- 
ing public, there seema some danger of our 
hecoiQmg obsessed with the beauty of art to 
the neglect of nature. It is a commonplace 
that we must be trained to appreciate paint- 
ing, music, literature, that as a little child 
comes dowlv, and at first only in the bnefeat 
fiashes, to look beyond the finished beauty of 
the harebell at its feet to the infinite raria* 
tiona of beauty in the landscape beyond, so we 
come only with slow steps to perceive the mani- 
fold beauty m art. 

Art trams us to appreciate nature, to try 
for ourselves, through the spectacles of boote 
and of pictures, to see what artist and poet have 
seen But is not the present-day child so much 
in tune with the nature lync, so responsive to 
both its melody and itefeitbfQl pictures of colour, 
scent, and sound, that he is apt to thinh too 
much m teraa of hia favourite poems, to subati- 
tute for his own unconscious poebe utterances, 
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based upon his imaginative observation, those 
fragments of verse 'srbicb bis retentive young 
memory bas stored? 

Does this type of training lead to personal 
intimacy with nature? Is there not a danger of 
a fature generation of men and vomen who can 
see only Corots landscapes, who can hear only 
T. E. Brown's blackbird, who not only never 
look for fresh aspects of each for themselves, but 
who pass over all objects of nature which do not 
expressly bear the hall-mark of art? "When, 
breaking mto one’s silent, bookless meditation, 
someone ‘ comes and quacks beade yon in the , 
wood’, quoting scraps of verse, pointing out this 
poet’s 'glow on the wood’, that poets ‘brown 
horse-chestnuts, glossy-new’, one may be driven 
to wonder whether the apparently unemotional, 
unobservant eighteenth century may not have 
chosen the better part, the part ‘ that watches 
and receive’. 

On a hoat-trip the other day down one of 
the great Dutch canals I was surprised to see 
someone take out a copy of a book on aspects of , 
Holland, turn up the chapter on canals, and 
proceed to immerse hemelf in its contents. It 
was a delightfol book, and read either before or 
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after \ 70 uld have enhanced the pleasure of the 
tnp. As it was, however, how much did the 
reader see of the Orotual charm of the country * 
Hers Mas not merely an idle pose, it was the 
result of an honest belief that art, being the 
outcome of a study of nature, has consequently 
transcended nature and become the one thing 
needful 

School-life for girls is only too apt to foster 
this tendency The set time-table, the com- 
pulsory games, the formal walks, leave little op- 
portumty for private nature study , even where the 
school has the advantage of bemg m the country 
Why is nature studv so often confined to the 
junior forma in the school, ao that those who do 
not eventually take up natural science have no 
chance of studying biology at an age when they 
would be much mote likely to appreciate it* If 
we could wm out children to an intimate feiend- 
ship with nature, if only in one of her many 
aspects, we could safdy give a second place to 
the mtroduction of that art, whether literary or 
pictorial, which aims at ‘holding a mirror up 
to nature’ 
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OUR ITEW UNIVEBSITIES 


' The medieval college, it is well known, 
comhined a pions with a benevolent intention- 
Its scholars prayed daily for the repose of the 
fonnder’s sonl, and in return received a higher 
type of education than that provided in schools of 
various kinds. It is also well known that so 
late as the last quarter of last century it was 
still the opinion of many distinguished men that 
a university ought to concern itself only with 
‘ the teaching of useless knowledge’. Both are 
facts which we do well to keep in mind in 
considering the modem university in relation to 
its environment. 

The raison flelre of the medieval college 
implied a selection hy those who administered 
the funds of the society of such persons, &om 
a given locality or otherwise possessed of a 
specific qualification, as satisfied the terms of the 
founder’s will. "When similar provision was 
made for hoys at a village school the resultant 
community tended to take root in some place 
intimately associated with, or actually intimated 
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ty, the benefactoi With the gradual tendency 
of scbolara to congregate at 0:dord or Cambridge 
the principle of founding institutions m a pla**© 
other than one peculiarly connected mth a 
founder began to be adopted. Colleges were 
founded at Oxford or Cambridge, at wide 
distances from the homes of the student bene- 
ficianes, each of these communities bemg more 
or less drawn from a patticular district. Ihua 
there sprang up in England, as in other countries 
durmg late medieval times, the situation briedy 
summatued by tbe phrafio ‘ town and gown ' 

The fact that nine people out of ten asso*‘iate 
the words ‘town and gown’ with the word 
‘iiots* la itself a strong testimonv to the un- 
satisfactory nature of tbe duality it represents. 
That duality was Curther accentuated in pre- 
Iteformatioa times by ^cial ecclesiastical con- 
siderations upon winch it is not necessary to 
enter at present. Apart from tbeae, the existence 
of ‘foreign’ eommunities of undergraduates in 
a particular town, chosen for one reason of 
oonvemenc© or another, explains the medieval 
attitude. It 13 a matter of general knowledge to 
those interested in higher education in what way 
the provincial umveraities of England have come 
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into "being — extension classes, naeclianics’ insti- 
tutes, adult education of one Hnd or another, 
classes promoted by the Science and Art De- 
partment, aU have played their part. The main 
&ct to he noted is that, practically -without 
exception, the modem universities have come 
into being -where there -was a demand for them — 
that is to say, where there was a demand for 
such courses as they could pro-ride, or where 
they provided such courses as -were felt likely 
to he ser-vdceahle to the community of a particu- 
lar area. It is difficult to find an adequate 
•word to describe that area, but once the universi- 
ties have come into being there seems no reason 
why it may not be described simply as their 
environment. The shipbuilders of Newcastle- 
upon-Tyne, the cotton spinners of Manchester, 
and the farmers of Berfehire did not each con- 
een-trate on one particular place and there found 
colleges for the benefit of students from their 
o-wn district who might -wish to engage in studies 
hearing some rela-fcion to the immediate industries 
of that district. Instead, they sought in their 
own areas to provide for the type of education 
they particularly desired to promote. 

It is easy -fco speak disparagingly of great 
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ifidustruil and of great indastnal magnates 
■whose generosity la often confined to the pro- 
motion of research in processes actually connect- 
ed with their own mdnstry And this recalls 
to ns the old Oxford remark ahont universities 
and ‘useless subjects' There can be no doubt 
that in the mam the maker of that remark is 
right It IS not only the subjects taught m a 
university which matter, but the attitude m 
which these subjects are approached, and above 
all the way in which subjects are interrelated 
The philosophical and literary subjects do appear 
more capable of standing by themselves than 
others, but it is decidedly the business of a 
university so to bring into contact the theoretic, 
the practical and the cultural that a honnony 
may result. In determining what subjects may- 
be admitted as part of a university cutnonlum 
the manner in which they are to bo taught and 
their relation to other subjects in the cnmculnm 
have constantly to be borne in mind 

The modem university, therefore, has come 
into bemg by a different process — a process 
which has partly shaped its cumculum, and 
stands in a relation to its en-nronment which 
differs fundamentally from the position of the 
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older uniTersities. The question consequently 
occurs : What is to be the relation of the uni- 
versity to that environment ? In large industri- 
al cities the question has been swiftly answer- 
edj for the university in such has taken its place 
naturally as an integral part of municipal life : it 
draws its students almost exclusively firom the 
city iteelf and its environmental area; it pro- 
motes, in addition to and in close connexion 
with the older university subjects, such subjects 
as are of service to the community around it; 
and it enjoys the active support of the industrial 
magnates of the neighbourhood This is what 
one would wish to see : in such cases the univera- 
ty acts as a kind of filter, and what it receives 
firom its environment is offered to that environ- 
ment again with enhanced value. 

So beneficial a reaction as has been de- 
scribed is due largely to the &ct that the under- 
graduates of the university are the younger 
citizens of the city in which it is placed. There 
is the closest possible connexion between the 
lecture-rooms and the homes of the people. The 
culture which, is received in the one is dispersed 
in the other, and to a certain extent, in the case 
of nndergraduates firom the snrroanding district 
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■who find lodgings m the city, the influence of the 
university passes beyond the mere bounds of the 
family and impinges on a wider community 
In this way the modem university rather re- 
sembles a ehurcb, whose members ate associated 
together for ■particular purposes, but who by 
living in daily intercourse with a laige vanety 
of men and women make a considerable im 
pression on their fellows The medieval umvexai 
ty differed little from the monastic communities 
of the period Where a hostel system of any 
great extent arises this worthy and heccficial 
intimacy is in considerable danger of being 
spoilt For, while for the undergraduate from 
the rural area or extremely poor home the hall 
of residence may m itself be an almost necessary 
■part of university education, the fact la not to be 
lost sight of that the hostel is the badge of an 
ahen popnlation Men and women whose homes 
are m the university city do not live m hostels, 
and a university ■which has many hostels is a 
university which is either dra-wing its students 
from an extremely wide area or attracting 
students from places entirely outside its en« 
•nroament. 

Those whose eyes are fixed on Oxford and 
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Cambridge, or Yrho desire to perpetuate the 
traditions of the past, may perhaps regard with 
complacency the influx of undergraduates to 
particular centres, even when such under- 
graduates happen to be natives of a university 
city. To do so is surely to ignore the funda- 
mental fact about a provincial university 
namely, that it owes its being to a demand 
which it was at a given moment able to satisfy, 
and is in duty bound to continue to shape its 
courses in such a way as wiE make it of the 
highest utility to the community among which 
it is placed. There can be nothing of ‘town 
and gown’ in the attitude of the modem 
university. It cannot regard the citizens of the 
city where it is established as existing for ite 
benefit. They are not its hewers of wood or 
drawers of water, nor is it a separate community 
from them, but they and it together form an 
indissoluble whole. The men and women who 
buy and sell in the shops and marts of the city 
are the parents and kinsfolk of the younger men 
and women who are matriculated students of the 
university, and many of those most strenuously 
occupied in industrial concerns will in their time 
have passed through the class-rooms and lahora- 
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tones of tbe omversity m preparation for the 
life of service they desire to offer to the 
community at large. 

Perhaps, having regard to this new ideal of 
mutual respect towards which modem industnal 
commumties and modem universities must 
stnve, the old plea for ‘ useless knowledge' may 
be restated, and the modem university be de- 
scnbed as an institution which, while supplying 
courses of a character demanded by its environ- 
ment, firmly, persuasively, and without ostenta- 
tiQua advertisement seeks to circulate a high and 
dismterested senes of values, which are bound 
in course of tune to permeate the whole en-* 
'monment Only by entering into the fullest, 
nehest, and most intimate relationship with the 
environmental community will the modern 
university he able to emb^y that spirit which 
all men, whether they be of OaJord or Cambridge, 
or of the provinoisl universities to north or south, 
believe that a university exists to create. 
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THE BOY SCOUTS 


The World Jamhoree, hy nchich the Boy 
Scovis celebrated the 21st anniversary of their 
foundation, took 'place at Arroice Park, near 
Birkenhead, in Avgust 1929. 

For some of as tFe memory of the War 
he^ns and ends nrith. Boy Scouts. There recurs 
the vision of a hot dusty afternoon of early 
August, 1914. Waiting under a railway bridge 
that crosses a suburban common, vre have come 
suddenly on a tent inhabited by half a dozen 
small Englishmen, grave, aloof, responsible, but 
not overweighted by their new importance. 
Like 60 many thousand others, they had been 
preparing for a holiday camp when they were 
diverted to the direct service of the country; 
and now they are guarding the bridge, as they 
will continue to guard it for months and years. 
Then an echo rin^ in one’s head; it is the shrill 
reverheration of a Scout’s bugle sounding the 
‘All Clear', which had become familiar to London 
after many an air raid and was now by a 
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very Bnt\sb.1iHni of aymbolism announcing that 
the Armistice had been signed. 

Those vrho recall these thmgs •mil be think- 
ing that, though the Boy Scouts ore keepong 
their tvrenty -first birthday, they really came to 
manhoodlong ago when they were just six Only 
seven years had gone, in 1914, since the Chief 
Scout had set up on Brownsea Island, in Poole 
Harbour, his experimental camp of twenty-five , 
and by 1918 several of that little corapanv were 
numbered with the 10,000 older Scouts who gave 
their Uvea. AU these, however, mth Jack Corn- 
wall and the other 8<*out V 0 s, ere hot a heroic 
side issue It was the mere bov guarding the 
bridges and the waterworks, or taking over from 
the coastguards their task of •wateyalness by 
the sea, who earned so well the citizen^s respect 
that, ever since, the movement has received due 
appreciation, mingled with some cnticiam from 
time to time, but safe fro'm beUttlement or 
contempt- 

In the circumstances it •was, and is, rather 
wonderful that the Scout should not put on airs. 
A small boy, temporarily aggrandized, Kvn be 
very pompous indeed, as dreadful examples have 
proved But these particular small hoys ate 
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always stowing tow admirably ttey survive 
ordeals wtiet sorely try tte talents o£ otter 
official tnglemen. Ttey can control a crowd 
wittout so muct as tinting by their behaviour 
that ttey would like to belabour it with their 
staves ; and ttey can guide distinguishedpersons 
to tte seats allotted them at a ceremony wittout 
betraying by a flicker of an eyelid any undue 
consciousness of the privilege. 

Tte grafting of the smaller graces on to a 
boy’s natural desire to be useful is part of tte 
secret discovered by tte Chief Scout from 
ancient Spartans, modem Zulus, and otters he has 
met or read of in tis large experience. If this 
divination of sources does not strike everybody 
as convincing, then we must fall back on tte 
Chief Scout’s instructive and constructive know- 
ledge of human character ; which probably is as 
good an explanation as will ever he forthcoming. 
The springs of character, which were surely the 
sources of the movement, have teen defined by 
one who in happier circumstances might himself 
have founded the Boy Scouts. ‘There never 
was a child (unless Master James),’ says 
Louis Stevenson, ‘but has hunted gold, 'and 
been a pirate, and a military commander, and a 
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Ijandit on the monntama » bnt bas foagbt, and 
suffered dnpwreck and prison, and imbroed ita 
little bands in gore, and gallantly xetneved tbe 
lost battle, and tnumpbantly protectped inno- 
cence and beauty’ The Master Tames of tbe 
exception ‘vras, of course, Stevenson’s good 
fnend, Henry Tames, wbo cannot, indeed, by any 
Stretch of &ncy, be credited witb a jnvenile 
desire to imbrue hia little bands m gore. 

To tbe (almost) universal child Baden- 
Povrell appealed by bis erpenment on Brownsea 
Wand. The response -was so great that in three 
years the defender of Mafekmg left tbe Amy to 
devote bi3 energies to holding np the ideal of 
backwoodsmen, knights, ond explorers. All 
these hguiea of history and totnance did not 
possess the same virtues , bnt when tbe sense of 
adventure is added to tbe capacity of resource, 
and endurance to tbe code of cbivaliy, there 
emerges a composite portrait which every decent, 
nnspoilt boy would like to daim as his own, 
though, if he remain decent end unspoilt, ho will 
never dream he has come juiywhere near it. 

ThePnvy Council of 1912 so highly apju’eci- 
ated the Chief Sconce atros and methods that, 
as a result of their inquiry, a Ecyal Charter of 
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Incorporation was granted. But, wMIe progress 
was being made in numbers and authority, a 
school of critics began to object that Boy Scout- 
ing was mili tarism in disguise. They still raise 
their voices, generally with most honourable 
intention, and with deeper emphasis since the 
bitter lessons of war have come home. A better 
understanding of Scout jurisprudence, not to 
speah of moral education, might turn these 
opponents into the strongest supporters of the 
system they fear. 

When Stevenson's tender irony inspired him 
to the passage we have quoted it was glancing 
at the foundations of the being man has inherited 
from the long line of his ancestors on earth. So 
Scottish a moralist would have been the last to 
deny that the worse along with the finer passions 
are represented in the child’s ambitions. But the 
child, like Ophelia, turns everjdihing to favour 
and to prettiness. The Chief Scout, getting 
wisdom from babes, may have told himself that, 
if he could organize a corps which would be a 
practical transmutation of natural impulses, he 
would do good in his day and generation. His 
hoys should ^learn the hunter’s craft, bnt with 
one another fdr prey. Their cunning should be 
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disciplined into alettneas. Then mischief should 
be rendered innocuous by the provision of an 
object For lact of adventurous opportunity 
they should be given the adventurous mini 
Though destiny had prevented their ‘blocking 
Pentelican for PhidiJw’ or being ‘borne \atb 
Raleigh, to the "West’, it could not deprive 
them of neighbours and comrades to serve by a 
daily good turn Why should not the factiti» 
ous and evanescent desire to be pirates, miU- 
tary commanders, and bandits serve as an 
impulse to knight errantry of a modem kind m 
a modem world ^ The whole underlying philoso* 
phv IS that of beatmg swords into plough* 
abates—or wooden staves. The military virtues 
it retains are loyalty, obedience, honour and 
devotion 
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Among the manv things that astonish 
British visitors to the United States is the good 
behaviour that marks the American smdents on 
public ceremonial occasions, as compared vrith 
■R-hat ve find on our side of the Atlantic. All 
our prejudices prepare us for just the opposite 
of vhat ve find in American universities. We 
have heard much about the exuberances of 
Americans of all types, and vre naturally expect 
young Americans to be at the crest of the wave 
of riotous self-expresion. Not even yet have 
vre got rid of the suggestion ‘ vrild and woolly 
West’, and in our innocence we are quite willing 
to carry it over even to the staid and standard- 
ized East. So when we attend a solemn uni- 
versity function we expect something particn- 
larly exciting. 

Onr first disappointment on such an occasion 
comes with the gowns and hoods of the dons. 
At home we are accustomed to violent butter- 
fly effects. So gay are our British colours that 
there is a certain flattening effect produced by 
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tiiG ratter somtro tones of the American uni- 
versity regalia. TVith us it is noticeable that at 
social functions connected witt the universities 
the women present almost invariably dress m 
plam black or white, realizing as they do that, 
for such occasions only, they cannot compete with 
the primary colours of the men In America, 
however, the women can make their selection 
from the rainbow without any fear of compe- 
tition from the dark gowns and subdued hoods 
of the men 

It cannot honestly be said that the sounds 
in an Amoncan auditorium are muted so as to 
balance the subdued colour scheme of the 
academic dress. But there is a sort of oiderh- 
ness about the American student row that has 
a certain affinity with the obfusc hue of the 
academic garb What mainly surprises the British 
visitor 13 the fact that the academic orator of 
the day is ollowed to say his piece amid decorous 
silence "With us on such occasions th^re is an 
ungodly noise during the half hour or eo before 
the pTOce^on appears, and the dm is often kept up 
vigorously during the speechifying Out Scottish 
universities have a particularly bad reputation 
in this matter, and the extramural members 
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of our university audiences suffer greatly from 
the outpourings of student exuberance. So 
when a Scotsman comes to an American gradu- 
ation ceremony he is lost in wonder and amaze 
at the prevalent decorum. 

There is a reason for all things, and this 
oppressive good behaviour may be traced back 
to no more recondite source than the yell-leader. 
Everybody knows that the Americans are super- 
organizers, so no one need be surprised that 
students’ ebullitions, like everything else, are 
organized to a fine point. In British university 
halls, before a public ceremony takes definite 
form, the students are full of superfluous energy 
that finds an outlet in all manner of individual 
channels. Each man has his own way of ex- 
pressing that particular aspect of himself that 
he feels called upon to obtrude upon public 
attention. To an onlooker this violent racket is 
appalling, but really the total amount of nohe 
is absolutely much less than what we find 
during the corresponding period at an American 
celebration. The difference is that the American 
tumult is organized. The students have recog- 
nized conventional modes of expressing them- 
selves. Their yells are standardized, and can be 
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effectively manipulated Probably tbe American 
y^l-lcadera do not realize bow benevolent 13 
tbe work they are doing Tbeir aim is generally 
to get tbe biggest volume of sound possible, and 
to mampulate it so as to produce tbe finest time 
and tone effects. A well-trained student body 
brings out wonders m the way of accuracy of 
time and variety of pitch, l^en at long last, 
after the nproarioua dm has subsided, and 
Svttac* UVe a pouUite coiaes 
To heal the «oan<U of soaud, 
the orator stands np to face bis andience, tbe 
exhausted yell-leader makes a final effort and 
nrges bia flock to give a crowning explosion of 
*rabs' "When this climax has been reached 
the exhausted leader tanks back into bis seat, 
and bis obedient minions follow bis example 
The leader ceases from troubling, tbe yellers 
yell no more, and tbe orator gfts hia chance. 

It may be asked why e British hallfuU of 
students do not also sit back m the same balmy 
state of content. The answer is not far to seek 
"We have already noted, that the British pre- 
spcecb noises are much more diffused than tbe 
American In tbe period before tbe actual 
speechifying begins there is seldom m a Bntidi 
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university hall as much noise as in a similar hall 
in America. The British students exhaust them- 
selves in relays — now one group, now another 
comes into the limelight, and each group has a 
period in which to recuperate before ite turn 
occurs again. hTo doubt when it comes to actual 
singing the whole body joins in. But what is a 
plain, straightforward song as a fatigue-producer 
compared with the exciting college yell! The 
merciless yell-master demands an infinitely 
greater output of energy than is involved in 
even the most vigorous rendering of ‘John 
Peel’ or ‘John Brown’s Body’. The yell calls 
upon all the reserve energy of the student lungs. 
Besides, there is an organized appeal to the 
emotions in the American hall that is absent 
firom the British. Each of the English or 
Scottish students does during that pre-speech 
period whatever seems good in his own eyes. 
Each man is a law unto himself, and there 
is usually not much output of emotion. In 
America there is not only a direct appeal to the 
emotions, but there is a definite stimulation to 
greater physical efiort. The youngsters are 
being urged, ordered, challenged, even taunted 
into reaching ever heightening maxima of sound. 
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Often, indeed, they nae to such an ecstatic piU h 
of noise that tlie yell-leaders get keenly anrious 
for the appearance of the procession, lest luply 
their yelling crowd may reach a point beyond 
nhich it cannot go, in which case there is danger 
of the crowning discomfiture that is called 
anti-climax 

So for the advantage lies entirely on the 
side of the Americana The organized vehe- 
mence of the yellera produces a seemly impres- 
sion, an artistic rhythm, an almost reUgiOus 
fervour The effect of the final 'tabs’ is com- 
jiarable to the climax of an orchestral presenta- 
tion The resulting silence is specially effective 
by way of contrast and oppropnateness. The 
exhaustion leads to a dignified appearance of 
ittention that w very imposing, o tn though we 
may have to confess to a certain ambiguity in 
that term But when we look into the matter 
wo are not quite so sure In Amenca, as in 
Bngland, our school teachers sp^nd a great deal 
of time at their conferences in telling one another 
that they must bo particularly careful m en- 
couraging their pupils to he true to themselves, 
and aboie all things to think for themselves. 
The sacred individoality of the boy s and guU 
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must be preserved at all costs- Professors ai? 
tbe tmiversities say pretty mucli tbe same to 
tbeir students- And in tbe face of all tbis comes 
along tbe yell-leader, and proceeds to standardize 
tbe expression of the student. 

A good deal of power is put into tbe bands 
of tbe yeU-leader. He determines tbe number 
of ‘rabs’ to which each prospective speaker is 
entitled- If really popular, tbe approaching 
speaker bears as be comes forward tbe genial 
sbout of tbe leader, ‘ Now, boys. Professor 
Eackstraw, six-' A less popular man may have 
to be content with ‘three’, or even witb ‘two’- 
The scheme seems to put too much power into 
tbe bands of one student, but when we look 
more closely into the matter we realize that 
tbe monarchy of tbe yeil-leader is, after all, a 
limited one. "When it comes to an appraisement 
of a speaker’s popularity tbe leader bas oulv a 
narrow range witbin wbicb be may ration tbe 
laudatory ‘tabs’. A call for ‘sis’ in tbe case 
of a really unpopular orator is apt to produce 
sucb a diminuendo on tbe final three as to call 
unpleasant attention to tbe waning entbusiasm. 

Tbe important point in connexion witb tbe 
organized yell is not so much tbe possible mis- 
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DSC of power by the leader, as tbe danger of 
standardizing emotion "We are onlv beginning 
to study collective psychologj, and do not at 
oU knov, OUT v,ay about among its intncaeies. 
"We feel m a vague wa> that atandarduation is 
being earned to excess in a great manj direc* 
tions, but hitherto we have had the comforting 
belief that it has imposed itself upon ns by 
ordinary and natural methods. Standardization 
bai just come about in the nature of things 
But in the person of the yell leader u e seem to 
encounter a deliberate standardizer He sets 
himself 'wittingW to stir up ceitain emotions 
and to guide them into channels that he chooses, 
or that others choo'^ for him. The student 
body IS definitely committed into hia hands to 
deal mth as he (or his advisers) thinks fit No 
doubt. 03 we have just seen, his power is lumt«l, 
but within its range that power is great Main 
Street and Babbitry ore the outstanding strong- 
holds of social standardization, but in the 
college auditorium tve liave the field of its delibe- 
rate cultivation In Mam Street and in the 
'?ervice clubs standardization ju'st happens, it 
occurs in the mere nataru of things, but at 
college it IS deliberately fostered The jell- 
ed 
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leader is a more or less trained standardizer. 
His fellow-students lie regards as raw material 
to be worked up into a unified wkole tkat skali 
respond automatically to Ms stimulus. In a 
way Ms goal is the direct opposite of wliat tke 
progressiTe teaclier sets before Mmself The 
pupil’s vaunted individuality and Ms cberisbed 
'tMnMng for Mmself’ go headlong into the 
discard, and the yell-leader glories in the elimina- 
tion of all this ‘personality stufi’’. Fortu- 
nately there appear to be two distinct fields on 
wMch the two influences can work. The yell- 
leader is content with the more or less emotional 
nde. Thinking does not come into Ms considera- 
tion. The teacher, on the other hand, is all 
for thought, though he does claim also a 
certain suzerainty over the emotions. If he can 
get the general control of the tMnking of Ms 
pupils, he can afford to let the yell-leader have 
his head (and his throat) on the occasions when 
emotion is the order of the day. 
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■When Thomas Carlyle heard that his friend, 
Henry Taylor, isas ill, v,e are told that, without 
inq^Dirmg as to the natcire of his sickness, he 
straightaway went to ace him, ‘ bringing what 
was left of the tnedicvne that had helped Mrs. 
Carlyle wVn she was ill ’ Apparently, he 
hne^\ Uttle mote as to the ailment from which 
Mrs. Carlyle had aaffered than of the malady 
which afflicted Taylor Thus remmded of the 
attitude of the wiser of mankind to the problems 
with which medicine professedly deals, w e find 
Dr Haggards anecdotal history of medicine 
and mefflcinc-men throughout the ages credible 
though still amazing The superstitions of one 
age, though regarded as specialist knowledge 
by their contemporaries, often look like the 
wildest folly to Bub'^qnent generations Yet 
when one recalls the names of the great men to 
whom these churucras seemed as sober truths, 
it 13 impossible to dismiss the suspicion that 
many of the orthodox dogmas of to^ay, so 
generously scattered along the borderland of 
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scieBce, iDay in due course furnisli material for 
as generous and as ‘ quaint ’ a volume of liuman 
error and deception as the one which Dr. 
Howard W. Haggard has written, entitled 
Devils and Doctors. 

It is possible that so mythical a product as 
unicorn’s horn would to-day have more difficulty 
in establishing its therapeutic reputation in 
cultivated circles than when quite small specimens 
were sold to wealthy invalids for fifteen thousand 
pounds. Yet even Ambroise Pare, who ‘ tried 
unsuccessfully to abolish the custom prevailing 
in the French Court, of dipping a piece of 
unicorns horn in the King’s cup before he drank, 
as a precaution against poison’, and protested 
that powdered mummy made from bodies stolen 
from tbe gaUows was medicinally ‘as good as 
that brought from Egypt’, seriously dfrcusses 
such mythical physiology as that of a girl who 
turned suddenly, much to her surprise, into a 
boy. Crocodile dung, of which the European 
ajwtheoaries in the late Middle Ages complained 
as being adulterated by dishonest traders, no 
longer figures in our pharmacopoeia; yet so 
strong-3ninded a man as Robert Boyle, who re- 
moved from the official list some of its more 
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flagrant absurdities, retained m bis revised list 
o£ ortbodox drugs tbe sole of an old aboe ‘ worn 
by some man that walbs niucb’ Dr Haggard 
quotes from Dr Seatburgh, one of tbe many 
pbvsicians wbo attended Charles II on bis death* 
bed, an account of the medicinal treatment 
meted out to tbe King in bis last hours In tbe 
course of tbe two or three day'! be lay a-dymg 
be was first bled from a vun in Ins arm, nest 
bis shoulder was cut, and the mcised area capped , 
an emetic and two successive purgatives were 
then administered, 

Tbi'i was followed l>> ao enem'v coutaiiuDg antimony, 
saervd bitter', roct «alt, mallow lea'es nolefc*, beet 
roo^ camomile dower*, fvnnel seed, linseed, cinnamon, 
canlamom seed, saphron, coebmeal and aloes Tins was 
repeated two hours later and another purgative given 
Tho King’s heatl waa shaved, and a blister rai«ed on 

hl5 «C3lp 

A aneeiing powder of hellebore root was 
afterwards prescribed , and other powders, ex* 
tracts and cathartics were repeated at frequent 
intervals. * A plaster of Burgundy pitch and 
pigeon’s dung was next applied to the King’s 
feet’ More bleedmg and purges followed, end 
dozens of other medicaments were applied with* 
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in and -nitliont, including ‘forty drops of ex- 
tract of liuman skull to allay convulsions’. At 
the end of it all, Scarhurgli writes ; — 

Alas' after an ill-fated night his serene majesty’s 
strength seemed eshansted to such a degree that the 
whole assembly of physicians lost all hope and became 
despondent: still, so as not to appear to fail in doing 
their duty in any detail, they brought into play the 
most active cordial. 

The unlucky victim of this polypharmacy 
might well have felt, with Oliver Wendell 
Holmes, that if ‘ the whole nvJtena medica, as 
now used, could he sunk to the bottom of the sea, 
it would be all the better for mankind, and all 
tbe worse for tbe fishes’. 

It is doubtful if any history of quackery 
could surpass this record of drugs and doctors in 
examples of humbug and credulity. Whole 
stretches of this hook are but a series of illustra- 
tions of that aphorism of Hippocrates: ‘To 
believe one knows is ignorance’. Although Dr. 
Haggard is a loyal defender of medical ortho- 
doxy, his narrative of orthodox practice through 
the ages lessens one’s surprise that so many 
royal personages, statesmen and famous writers 
have &voured the great quacks of history ratlier 
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tfcan the ‘regular’ pfajacians. At the same 
time, it 13 interesting to speculate mth the 
author as to the effect on the life of any modem 
city were the protection medical science com- 
pletely withdrawn from iL 

The man of the twentieth centnry fail» to appreciate 
fnUy the benefits that ho demes. lie Bimply accept* it, 
aod forgets Kis appreciation of me<hcsl ecieuce is, to 
a great extent, hmiteil to an ardent desire for the 
elimination of the diseases trhieh still afiliet manhiod 
Dr Haggard reminds ns how recent a thing 
la anatotmcal knowledge and how new is surgery 
03 wc understand tfc to-day The dressing of 
wounds, the opening of abscesses, and tho 
ompatation of limbs were pretty much the only 
surgical procedures possible until quite modern 
tunes. Even the Egyptians, m spite of their 
practice of embalming, had a TCtv rudunentaiy 
notion of how out b^es are constructed So 
with the Babylonians and the Tews, so, even, 
with the Greeks. Until dissection of dead 
bodies came to bo tolerated any real knowledge 
of anatomy was impossible. It appears that 
during the Kenaissanee an occasional dissection 
of executed criminals was allowed by ecclesi- 
astical antbonties 
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Invitations to the dissection were issued to citj" 
officials and other prominent persons. In the presence 
of the assembled company the Papal indulgence per* 
initting the dissection was read, and the body was then 
stamped with the seal of the university. After these 
formalities an introductorj- oration was read, and the 
physicians sang in chorus. 

The actnal dissection was performed by ® 
servant, the physician standing at one side and 
pointing to the varions structures with Hs wand. 
It was Vesalius who, in the middle of the 
sixteenth century, first unravelled and declared 
the anatomical intricacies of the human bod}', 
and so paved the way for a true surgical art. 
But anatomical knowledge alone could never 
have led to the triumphs of modem surgery. 
Before the eighteen-seventies practically none 
of the internal operations now snc-cessfuUy 
performed every day in our hospitals could be 
sa e y attempted. Anaesthetics and asepsis, and 
not increase of skill in the handling of the knife, 
are the true explanations of modem operative 
efBciency. 

Surgeons were not always treated with the 
respect which they enjoy to-day. By old Baby- 
Ionian law if, as the result of an operation, a 
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patient lost bis life or bis eje, tbe snrgeon bad 
hisbandcntoff by way of penalty Dr Haggard 
quotes a number of mote recent examples of 
similar efforts to promote careful surgery In 
580 the King of Burgundy had two surgeons 
executed upon tbe tomb of bis Queen because 
she died of plague after they bad opened her 
plague-eoic'^ In 1337 a surgeon was thrown 
into tbe River Oder because be failed to cure 
Tobn of Bobenua of blindness. Pope John XII 
burned an unsucc^^ssful surgeon of Florence, 
while after tbe Pope’s death bia fnends floyed 
tbe surgeon who failed to beep him ali> e The 
mass of interesting matenoi collected in this boob 
vmU bring home to tbe reader tbe bortom from 
which applied science has helped us to escape. 
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‘Dog and Man’ — ^the order is a challenge 
to Advocatus Diaholi. From -wliat nre know of 
Dog it is not of liis choosing ; Dog bears himself 
humbly towards Man, and if he possesses the 
intelligence ascribed to him, he must attribute 
many of his troubles to the inconvenient zeal of 
dog worshippers — to ‘ caninization One reason 
that the Jews led him a dog’ s life is that the 
Egyptians had made him a god; have the Jews 
anything more complimentary to say of him 
than that a living dog is better than a dead 
lion? And from what Herodotus tells us even 
in Egypt there were drawbacks to holding an 
exalted position, ‘if a cat dies in a private 
house by natural death, all the inmates of the 
house shave their eyebrows ; on the death of a 
dog they shave the head and the whole of the 
body’. In such conditions would a dog often 
die a natural death — the death he must he 
taken to prefer ? 

Moreover, Advocatus Diaholi will have no 
difficult)' in showing that there is a ease for Dog 
78 



DOG AHP MAX 

to anawei: How does Dog explain away hi8 
repntatiOD in the East * exen m the nest, dog 
and its vananta — pamh, mongrel, puppy, and 
so forth— are not emplo} ed m compliment to 
man, or woman either There is the black dog 
of the nnrsery to expatiate on , and the dog in 
the manger , and the dog who lost the substance 
for the shadow , and the dog m the bowlmg 
alley , and the chtovde mtUer the 
hwvd, and the funnj dog It lo— to quote 
,fldioc«.it«s— a disagreeable, a moat painful duty 
to xahe up such matters^ It is a duty , for his 
learned teends, Mr Sloan and Mr Forquhar, 
in a recently published book, tend to ignore 
them, and u arnvmg at a just estimate of the 
relation of Dog to Man they ^ould be given 
as much consideration as the evidence of theic 
constituting a mutual admiration society This 
13 the point that Mr Sloan and Mr Farquhar 
wish to make, and tVy insist further that 
though Man has not infrequently disregarded 
the resulting obligations. Dog has consistently 
honoured them. 

They do not appear to be of the school that 
associatea the dog with the wolf, they regard 
him as created specifically, and not so much to 
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be a dog as to be tbe firiend of man — so specific- 
ally that vrbat was created was not a canine 
tribe but Eover and Snip. For tbe origin of tbe 
alliance between Dog and Man they go to Mr. 
Edpling — taking First Friend in preference to 
Eed Dog. Tbe cave man wben be went a-bunt- 
ing was rec[uired to leave tbe dog ‘inside tbe 
cave beside tbe fire to look after Mrs. Cave-Man 
and all tbe little Cave-Men this may be taken 
also as tbe first of many outrages committed by 
man on dog. Tbe authors go on to trace tbe 
relationship through the ages. Tbe esteem in 
which dogs were held in Egypt is established by 
the pictures given of Egyptian dogs — they include 
tbe haughty Abakaru who belonged to King 
Cheops, and a poor wretch of a pet dog wearing 
a thick and highly ornamented jacket. Abakaru 
looks as if be got more than be gave — as if be 
held a privileged position ; be is less interesting 
in this connesion if be owed these privileges to 
being a god instead of to being a dog. Tbe 
Greek dog Argus is more significant; though 
be belonged to a king, be was esentially a 
private dog; no one, not even Penelope, looked 
after him in tbe absence of bis master; the 
authors might have mentioned that ‘the careless 
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\roiaen tend turn not*, and also that his greeting 
drew a tear from that hard case, Odysseus. The 
Oreek shows hoth sidea of the relationship , some 
men in Homeric times cherished dogs and 
some took no notice of them , again, Argus was 
a sporting dog , he had diverted Odysseus m a 
special way and did not owe his place m his 
affections to pure doggishness The fir^t family 
dog m this record la K.aimii, the dog of the 
Seven Sleepers. In him wc have the dog who 
loves and la loved in return Kstmir made 
himself respected for pure doggishness, and that 
among Mohammedans, in return be enriched their 
language with this scarification of the mean man 
' Ho would not throw a bone to the dog of the 
Seven Sleepers' To judge from the illustrations 
taken from old Chinese pottery the Chinese had 
developed all the potentialities of the dog, when 
with ns he was still the Wild Thing in the Wild 
Woods. Ho has long pervaded China from 
palace to kitchen , ami we ate given a quotation 
to show that as long ago as the time of Confu- 
cius he had made himself a medium through 
nhich the Chinese might observe Chinese ntea 
with Chinese frugality ' The torn avmmg will 
serve to cover the dear house dog in his grave.’ 
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‘ Qnod semper, quod abique, quod ab omni- 
bus’ — by tbe time tbe -writers bawe recounted 
the tributes paid to dogs among ancient peoples 
tbey bave proved that Man and Dog supplement 
each other. Dogs have never told us what par- 
ticular need of theirs is satisfied by men ; but 
men — poets, and writers to the Spectator, and 
others — have made it clear what they appreci- 
ate in dogs. Apart from express statements 
the stories of the doings of dogs recounted in 
this book go to suggest that if there had been 
no dog, man would have had to imagine him. 
MTe are shown Dog as embodied courage and 
loyalty and gaiety. To these qualities — ^the first 
that Man would stipulate for in a friend — ^Dog 
adds the possession of a tail. Is there an^iihing 
to be enconntered in life so flattering as the 
wagging of a dog’s tail ? The -writers are happy in 
the tributes they pay to the alpha and omega of 
doggishness, the nose and the tail; they say that 
God ‘gave Dog a tail, to curl and wag and be 
pulled by Man’s children, and to be “ the out- 
ward and visible sign ” of the thoughts and feel- 
ings of the inner Dog 

After describing the relationship between 
Dog and Man in times past, the authors discuss 
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tte legenda and Bnperstitions connected witU 
dogs, and end •mth *Ttae Stones of the Dogs 
of To^ay’ meet the dogs live know, 

Aubty’a dog, and. Bran and GeUert, we miss 
Crah~not an accommodating dog, or he would 
have b^en presented as the obverse of Gellert. 
There are amusing tales about dogs, and a good 
many which go to show that dogs reason One 
or two of them carry the argument a stage 
beyond showing Dog and Mon as partners in a 
business carried on to the material advantage of 
both or as exciting \a one another individually 
agreeable emotions in these the dog proves 
himself morally necessary without him certain 
human qualities would rcttmin latent. One 
comes from the ilfahabharafa os translated by 
Edwin Arnold A woman was to be stoned , on 
her way to execution she paaed a dog dying of 
thirst , she took off her embroidered shoe, let it 
down into a well by her silken girdle and gave 
him to dnnk, the long saw the act and the 
gratitude of the dog and he hade her go free—'* I 
date not show less pity upon thee' Another 
such story comes from a chapter dealing with 
the servicps tendered by trained dogs in the war 
It siems that among tho partisan dogs there 
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was a neutral dog wlio Tisited the trenches of 
both sides ; — 

A wDanded man lay out in No-SIan’s-Land, and ms 
o£5cer was puzzled as to how to get him in. Then he 
saw the little dog and called him to him. ‘Here, little 
man!’ he said, ‘you take that over to the Boche. Seel’ 
And he gave the dog a chit on which was written, ‘IVill 
you allow us to bring our man in'f In a few minutes 
the dog returned with an answer, ‘"Will gire you five 
minutes ’. Two men went out and brought the wounded 
man in, and as they came back they gave the enemy a 
cheer by way of thanks. 

It takes a dog to make a sympathetic job of 
being a neutral. 
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As we come out from tbe warm shelter of 
the TTard Room the icy ram, home on the 
■wings of the gale, flicks onr feces like the 
fringes of a wet towel manipulated by a bully- 
ing schoolboy The scream of the wind across 
the nhip la like the high-pitched ravmga of a 
monstrous cat shrieking ita rage into the deso- 
late night. Tbe darkness 13 of that tense, quali- 
ty, familiar to patrols between tbe lines of two 
armies, which produces a ternfying impression 
of loneliness and is yet alive with menace. 
We grope forward blmdly till our hands strike 
the brass rail of tbe ladder, dank and clammy 
like the face of a dead man. On tbe upper 
deck the blacker mass of tbe picket boat looms 
up like ft cliff about to fell on us. We pass 
round its stem and in a tnce are among the 
comforting bustle of humanity 

The mast on a battlcsbp seems at first 
Bight to be like the toes on a human body — a 
summl of an instrument which once performed a 
useful function, but which is now retamed only 
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by tbe conventioQal instinct of tbe designer. 
The impression is misleading. That -which from 
the distance appears to be a squat blob of steel, 
serving as an ungainly tree for the support of 
bunches of steel mistletoe, turns out on closer 
acquaintance to be a graceful and lofty column, 
fitted at intervals -with tastefully designed flats. 
On the first floor there is room for a large body 
of signallers, and an immense cabin for the use of 
the Admiral at sea. The second floor is the 
so-called bridge, consisting of a splendidly fitted 
working cabin, surrounded on three sides by a 
broad -walk. The nesrt floor has ample room for 
another batch of officers and their satellites. 

So far the ascent is made by a broad and 
easy wooden staircase, but from now upwards 
things become more primitive. The mast tapers 
nakedly np to a vast steel mushroom, whose 
occupants clamber to and firo upon perpendicular 
steel rungs clamped to the main shaft. My 
companion tells me mysteriously to equip myself 
■with stout leather gloves and a gas mask and 
starts the ascent. I find out the object of the 
gloves. The upper rungs, where the fmmel is 
nearest to them, are nearly red hot. 

A final heave through a small manhole brings 
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U3 into ttie fotetop. It is a fairly large circolar 
chamber, into T7hich men and mechanical devices 
ate fitted like the pieces of a pg-saw puzrle It 
is foil of a dim blue light, such as prevails in the 
chambers V7hich the Swiss hew out of their glaciers 
for the amusement of tounsta. It is full also 
of a noxious vapour, and that peculiar tinny 
Etnell inseparable from the vicinity of a coal 
mm& Theforctop, being just over the orifice 
of the funnel, receives the full benefit of the 
furnace gases whenever there is a following wind. 
I now, therefore, learn the object of bringing a 
gas mask. 

A desire to sec what happens, however, 
makes me prefer to cough, and my companion 
and I crouch down upon two wooden stools 
m the least affected comer He hangs round 
his neck a thing like an inverted stethoscope, 
which is really a telephone communicating with 
every part of the ship Through it he issues 
orders for the testing of ©very port of o tre- 
mendous fighting mcchanurm which can launch 
over fifty tons of projectiles from its side at any 
one moment. I realize os he does bo that the 
very few men on the mast are the only part of the 
whole ship's company who really see anything 
67 



C0KXE3IP0P.ABY ESSAYS 

at all of a battle Tbe hundreds in the boprels ot 
the vessel are but blind automata ; so, too, are 
the gnn-crewa Even the firing is not, though it 
can be, controlled by those "who serve the guns. 

Suddenly, upon a small tablet in front 
ns, letters of fire appears to tell us that the 
turrets are loaded and waiting. A voice croaks 
ont, ‘ Expect to encounter enemy immediately . 
Peering through the broad slit which runs round 
the chamber, I seem to see some darker mas 
against the black curtain of sea and sky- Even 
as I look tbe side of our ship bursts into Same, 
and, with a scream louder even than the wind, 
a salvo of star shells departs, to burst in golden 
stars &r out over the waters. There lie the 
enemy’s ships, immobile and silver, seeming to 
shrink from the fierce light. In real battle we 
should at once have bla2«d every available ounce 
of our broadside at them, but mercifully we are 
not shooting to-night. They merely turn the 
cold eye of their searchlights npon us, so as to 
show us what they could have done had shells 
been aEowed to follow fight. 

In their discomforting but helpful stare we 
clamber down. The deck, once so eerie and 
desolate, has become a friendly, recognizable 
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thing of wood and steel A bngle sounds Back 
in the Ward Room pessumstic officers tell each 
other how certainly they would be dead in real 
wat&re, and optimistic officers explain ho^ 
certainly that fate would hare been resen ed 
for the enemy 



THE SOEG OF THE RAILS 

Tliongli nnpleasant enongli for Ruman 
beingSj snow bas proved once more how effec- 
tive a silencer it can be, and recently many 
observant railway travellers must have wished 
that inventors could find some permanent 
working substitute for a coating of snow laid 
over the ‘road’. Above a few inches the depth 
of the coating seems immaterial ; the main point 
is that it should be smooth and continuous 
enough to silence the action and interaction of 
echo and re-echo. That done, there remains 
the noise of the engine — probably irreducible, 
though some locomotives are noisier than others 
— and the general clatter of the underframes and 
couplings of the coaches. Ordinarily this is 
accentuated by the diversity of the apparatus 
carried under the floor of modem railway stock, 
but when the track is under snow the usual 
gamut of noises is so muffled that intimate 
convemation between passengers is easy and 
express journeys are shorn of what many regard 
as an incurable nuisance. 
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They ate not shorn, however, of the never- 
ending staccato hammer of the wh« els on the 
rail joints, and, if they were, one occupation of 
the book-weary, sleepless traveller would be 
gone, for he could no longer fit his mental song 
to the ever-changing rat-tat of the wheels 
Every alteration in grade, every change in 
speed, vanes the tune and the tune of an 
accompaniment to which one may set almost 
any melody But if rails were laid from end to 
end without jomta there could still be the 
ceaseless rhvtW of the train as it rolls along 
over hollow place and hard rock, peat-bag or 
yielding sand, pickmg its way carefully over 
water-troughs, viadocts, and shnllmg curves, 
crashing oier points, with ever and anon the 
harsh grinding of the vacuum brakes, and their 
high falseiio sigh of relief when released by the 
engine-driver to the acfompaniment of a torrent 
of deep notes from a huge bassoon disguised as a 
vacQum-prodncing ejector 

On no two railways is the song of the line 
the same, for it depends on many factors apart 
from the road bed The number and type of 
wheels and the length and weight of the 
carnages alter the note. The old type of 
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spoked Tvlieels •R'ill sing a song of joy -wHle 
tkeir modem, solid prototype kums a dry, ratker 
fiat accompaniment down in tke bass. It is tke 
difference between June and December, Tke 
skort four-wkeeled and six-wkeeled carriages 
call a tune very different from tkat of tke 
thirty-ton corridor coackes witk a four-wkeeled 
bogie-truck at each end, and in tke newer, ar- 
ticulated stock, in wkick eack coack skares a 
bogie truck witk its fellow, tke tune is quite 
piano. Tke note continually alters, too, as tke 
train goes along. Ko kardened traveller on 
tke Great Western line can feil to distinguisk 
tke six-nule Maidenkead-Twyford stretck from 
tkat between Swindon and Wootton Bassett. 
Similarly it does not need tke sea-note of tke 
Caledonian engine whistle to warn experienced 
Anglo-Scottisk travellers tkat tke long bank 
down wkick tke night mail is rushing is tkat at 
Beattock and not Skap. As soon as Carlisle is 
reached and tke journey to Euston continued, 
there is a pronounced change to tke unmistakable, 
subdued booming note of tke famous line as tke 
train runs on tke hard, unyielding track — ^for 
all its lack of elasticity as nearly perfection as 
a track can be — and, an octave kigker, tke hum 
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of the train-light\iig dynamo under the floor 
‘Water-meadows cause on un&Uing change 
in the note and give noctnxnal travellers a 
certain clue to their whereabouts, as when bass 
drums roll out unmistakably while the tram 
clears culvert after culvert ou the Reading 
Westhury Ime for instance, or between Ashford 
and Sandling on the old South-Eastern Railway, 
or down Salisbury nay ou the Southern }me. 
Tunnels, again, are unforgettable landmarks in 
a night journey, and no one who notices these 
things could confuse the Clayton tunnel, under 
the South Downs on the Brighton Railway, with 
thatatBalcombe, withtheear splitting crescendo 
of the last hundred yards at the southern end, 
due, it 19 said, to the peculiarity known os ‘ rolling 
rails’ The old traveller on the South-Fastern 
hue can tell off hand whether the tram is m the 
Bevenoaks or Chialehurst tunnel. Though there 
13 not a steel sleeper on the Ime, the metallic 
resonance on certain sections reproduces the 
‘ gomg' over the steel slcepcred all-metal toads 
of Germany 

Time has brought many changes m the con- 
struction and upkeep of the permanent way of 
our railways, and the song of the nils has 
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too. But it. h there nli t!ie »me, fitjtl 
til long nt mat'll vsh* fl'. ran oit rndtl raih 
will reinfliis. 
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The first hint of a storm does not come with 
the roll of distant thunder, or oven with the 
dazzling flash , to a practised watcher the signals 
will have been dear for half the daj^ A 
certain unrest and excitability in cloud shapes, a 
tendency on the one hand to the formation of a 
system of streaming webs of gossamer vapour, 
criss crossed and contorted, and on the other of 
hard'edg<>d crested cirrus, is narnmg enough of 
the gathering powers, before the lower clouds 
Qsder the canopy begin to throw up crisped 
heads towards the zenith, mocking one another 
with cunous repetition of form, and long hcTote 
the tops of the huge mountarn'inasses of cumulus 
—the * thnnderpiles ’ or * judges’ wigs ‘ of coun- 
try folk — nae fat away beyond the horizon 
There is no absolute certainty of storm in the 
most ominous shoT* s of electric cloud, os farmers 
and gardeners know too wdl when thev watch, 
with many meiuonca of hope deferred, for the 
breaking up of a settled drought Some un- 
known interference may divert or disperse the 
95 



COXXEjrPOBABT ESSAYS 

mobilization of tbe rain-bearing vapours as com- 
pletely as it can falsify the forecasts of the 
meteorologists -srho rely on their telegraphic 
reports of approaching depressions, established 
or disestablished anticyclones. Ent when there 
is no counter-chech, the ma^ng and deployment 
of the forces of the storm go on Tfifch a most 
impressive unity and comprehensiveness. The 
motion of the enormous cloud-piles, which can 
dwarf the tallest Alps, is in itself an absorb- 
ing spectacle ; they sail on the wind, and their 
masses mount and expand, at a pace which is 
too slow for the eye to measure, hut which gives 
to the mind an impression of eg^uable and irre- 
sistible energy. Their summits may be of dazzl- 
ing whiteuess ; hut their flanks, with toppling 
precipices and heaped-up buttresses, are usually 
flushed with a dull coppery glow, and the hori- 
zontal lines of their bases are of black-purple 
gloom. Before the storm breaks, all the struotn- 
ral details of the cumulus are lost iu vague 
curtains ofvapour; the hard-edgedsummitB begin 
to fray out into fan-diaped canopies j vast lor- 
ward-reacHng veils of ashy grey hide the core of 
the tempest. There is a dead stillness in the air 
wMch perceptibly affects wild life '.anarch of black 
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iRist, mth lagged fhnges trading and coding 
loiv towards the ground, drags onwards with 
gathering speed, and beneath it glimmers a blank 
wall of the coming ram 

As the first big drops begm to spatter, a 
sudden gust of wind blows horeely from under 
the black arch, and with it comes the hlmkof the 
first near flash and the crack of the over-head 
peak The light may be only a broad blaze 
or pulsating flicker, the reflex of the unseen dis- 
charge, or it may be the hard-edged sinuous 
track of the actual bolt or ‘ fork whose ic- 
doubling curves, very like these of a mountam 
torrent, generations of lUustrators, unimproved 
by Turner's vivid truth or by the records of 
photography, have conspired to misrepresent by 
angular zigzagN The colour of the electxw fire 
as it reaches our eyes la somewhat variable, 
according to atmospheric conditions. It is often 
of blinding whiteness, but sometimes shows a 
bluish or pale purple tint , at mght it may bo 
ro’e-pink, and m a storm at daybreak, mth a 
setting moon, it will show a lurid red There js 
even more variety in tho quality of the thunder 
' — a stunning detonation, a roar and rumble as 
of mountams faUing, a rending crash like tho 
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sweeping away of forests, a dry crackle, a majestic 
long roll eclioed from cloud to cloud, an eartli- 
]arring boom wHcb ends tbe peal. 

As a thunderstorm comes on with a sense of 
boding and unrest, it departs with something 
like a benediction. The lightning pulses at longer 
intervals, and the listener who scarcely marked 
a heart-beat between the flash and the clap, counts 
his five, ten, twenty seconds before the dying roll 
of the thunder answers the winking fixe. A gap 
of blue opens overhead ; the trailing fringes of 
the storm are crossed by a rainbow or lit by a 
broad sunset glow. The earth sends us the 
delightful reek of timely tain ; the last low peal 
is hardly heard for the music of the birds sing- 
ing in chorus among the sparkling and drip- 
ping boughs. 
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To sa) tliat the collected essays of I*rO‘ 
lessor Saintsburv’a are extremely readable is to 
say something that can betaken forgranted, 
liaviDg said it, tpb have not odIj the irritatiog 
sense of having, no matter hots deliberately, 
uttered a platitude, but tbe far more disturbing 
consciousness that the platitude is considerably 
less than the truth, nod— worst of aU—uO' 
gracious into the bargain So we begin bunting 
about among our words all over again m viwn, 
for there is no word to express the nuance of our 
ttiought But It may^t'hat we can find wojds, 
although we can find no word, for it, Rougblj . 
the thought is this. Professor Saintsbury, m 
these delightful volumes, is an essayist rather 
than a ontic, just as in his other delightful 
1 olumes, be is an historian rather than a cnt'c 
He IS too catholic for a critic. The judg' 
ment, thus baldly propounded, sounds vcrv 
nearly preposterous. How, it will be asked, 
can a cntic be too catholic ^ And the ooly 
answer is, he can *A rose bj any other name 
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would sjncll fu*} sweet.* No doulit; hut the 
r.nsiver h that we need n name for that perfume 
and that sweetness. Prof(is«:or Saintsbnrj s 
fragrance may bo tbc fragrance of the rose, ljutif 
it is, the rose is not tbc flower of criticism. Nor 
is it. The smell of criticism is astringent and 
exclusive, like the smell of verbena. The odour 
of Professor Saintsbtiry's flower is generous, full- 
bodied and inclusive. 

Criticism is not very gencrou.s or very 
inclusive, because it consists, primarily, in the 
attempt to order the universe of literature in 
obedience to the imperious demands of a tempera- 
ment. The critic is a microcosm who finds in 
his experience of himself that from some ineradi- 
cable habit of soul be regards certain essential 
tiungs as more important than others ; and he 
starts out to look for them in the macrocosm 
of literature. They are there, of course. All 
that is contained in the microcosm is contained 
in the macrocosm also. ^Yhen he finds them, he 
proceeds to rearrange the universe of literature 
accoiding to his needs. The work which holds 
more of his essential elements rises, the work 
which contains less sinks, in the hierarchy. So 
he accomplishes a new clarity and achieves a 
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new order, and tUe impottatice of his achieve- 
ment depends upon how essential hts essentials 
are But it 13 inevitable that from some point 
of view or other his activity should appear 
narrow Ho is hound, m some degree, to work 
in bhnkers, otherwise he would never do what 
he has to do Nor is there any dnality about his 
work. 'What finality there is in literary estim- 
ations 13 achle^cd not by critics but bv that 
secular consensi's omntwn* fcoaoriinv which is 
the tradition 

The ctitio says — of coarse, he does not saj 
It very expUoitly — that, if he makes certain 
demands upon literature, such and such is the 
resultiafj order He has to be convinced that 
the elements which he demands are all im- 
portant, for 60 much of the subjective illasion 13 
a necessary condition of his exerting himself 
to the full to discover hia essentials If he is a 
real critic it will tarn out that the elements 
of hi 3 predilection, which cannot m the nature 
of things he all important, are really important 
By concentrating upon these he will ha%e re- 
% calcd some new and important facts about the 
constitution of the great universe of literature 
Ills order will, in fact, ho aecn to be a real order 
101 



COXIEMPORABY ESSAY'S 

Eot the only order, not the final order, but a 
valuable and revealing order. Like the experi- 
mental scientist, and with something of his ab- 
straction and deliberate narrowness, he will have 
made his contribution towards the charting of 
the universe. 

Professor Saintsbury’s attitude is funda- 
mentally different. He is not really concerned 
with the establishment of orders and hierarchies. 
The necessary exclusiveness would irk him. He 
wants to enjoy aU that is^n the universe of 
literature The notion of getting himself into 
such a state of mind that he could no longer 
enjoy ail that is enjoyable would he abhorrent 
to him: the idea that one should sacrifice certain, 
faculties in order that others should be more 
perfect is, we imagine, if not strictly incompre- 
hensible to him, certainly eminently reprehensi- 
ble. That way, he would feel instmctivelj, 
lies madness and radicalism and reform. He is, 
on the contrary, the hon viveur, the enlightened 
hedonist of literature. Tour true critic, on the 
contrary, has not a little of the ascetic in his 
eompoation, if only because he has to pretend 
that things which certainly do exist in reality are 
not. That rather remarkable attitude of the 
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irnnd, as Plato first diseovrtad, is really necessary 
if you ore to impose on order on tlie cosmos 
Professor Saintsbury is a realist, in the best 
sense he wants to include eveiythmg 

It IS not surprising, therefore, that he should 
find it impossible not to betray a dialiVe of 
Matthew Arnold It pcej^ through , Proftssor 
Samtsbury cannot disguise it there is something 
in the very structare of *Vrnold which jars upon 
him, and that something, wc ate sore, is the 
entic m Arnold So, too, with Carlyle, nhom 
Professor Samtsbury truly admixes. Though he 
reoogaires that Carlyle was a literary critic of 
the first rank—at any rate before he became 
the Sage of Chelsea— we miss any recognition of 
the reol quality of Carlyles criticism the im- 
mense driYing power of its initial narrowness. 
Carljle’s literary critwism was e^traordmanly 
exclusive— consider the estimate of Keats in the 
€3s>ay on Barns, or the patronizing contempt for 
the exquisite Gnllparzer in the essay on German 
dramatists— yet it was first class, it was and 
13 living, vivid, revealing The whole truth 
IS not there, far from it, but what truth there is 
had been passionately apprehended, Carlyle’s 
demands were narrow demands, but they were 
103 



COXTEin?ORAKY ESSATS 

demands lie liad made upon Mmself; lie kneu', 
liy bis own deep experience, wbat be was asking 
for and wby be was asking for it. This strenu- 
ous and impassioned quality of Carlyle is not 
the one wbicb penetrates into Professor Saints- 
bury’s essay. Professor Saintsbur}’- admires Mm 
as a writer and likes him as a Tory ; but Carlyle’s 
Toryism and Professor Saintsbury’s were rery 
different things. 

In a sense, therefore, we might say that 
Professor Saintsbury does not care about digging 
much deeper than the surface. But immediately, 
as ever with him, we have to qualify the remark, 
lest some one should imagine we are saying that 
he is superficial. He is indeed concerned with 
surfaces ; but the surfaces he is concerned with 
are really there; they are an integral part of 
the objects to which they belong, through them 
are manifested their recognizable individualities. 
It would be impossible for him, even if he had 
the inclination, to spend his time investigating 
why certain of those surfaces were thus and not 
otherwise ; if he began to search for deeper laws, 
he would have no time left to cover the vast 
territory he has made his province. But that is, 
of course, not the reason why he avoids the 
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entcrpn^ That is tcmperMnental does not 
helievo m the entorpnse , those deeper hws, for 
him, do not exist. 

There is among men of science, ei en to the 
layman, one gro^s and palpable division, that 
between the ob«euen and the theoreticians In 
botany, there is the nmn who ohsetses the 
flower, and there is the man who makes a hio- 
chemical analysis of its structure , m physics, there 
ts the man who investigates the atom oxpert- 
mentally, and there is the man who fiddles about 
with recondite equations in a study without an> 
apparatus. And scientists of the one kind have 
been known to manifest a certain impatience of 
scientists of the other kind, tbc} have even 
been known to refuse each other the title of 
scientists at all A similar diviaion holds in the 
province of literarv cnticuun, which might well 
he described as the science of literature There 
are the observers and there are the theonst” 
The theonsta are those to whom we have, in this 
particular context and for the purpose of defin- 
ing the unchallengeable excellence of Professor 
Paintahory, given the name of critics. The ob- 
servers we might cal! the historians. If the divi- 
sion may bo accepted, then aurelj no one who 
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appreciates it rrould deny to Professor Saints- 
bury the tide of a great literary historian. 
Bfe^ving made so much clear, feel no nn- 
graeionanes in declaring that his Tolnmes 
of esays are extraordinarily readable. Open 
them anywhere, yon will he interested. They are 
not the least valuable part — as in any real work 
the appendices never are — of the great natural 
history of English literature upon which Professor 
Saintebury has been engaged for half a century. 
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Books of travel are of all kinds, from the 
dry records of laborious statisticians to the 
tnviel dianes of globe-trotters. Explorers, 
seamen, areb'eologists, naturalists, bores, en- 
gineers, ethnologists, officials, politicians, liars, 
jonmalists, dreamers — vrl^t type of man or 
tvoman has not wntten a book of travel* They 
poor from the press m an unending stream , 
they aro read, they are forgotten, and ninety- 
nine out of every hundred pass away into 
oblivion The great book of travel is rare, as 
great books in any class ate rate, and for precisely 
the same reason — namely, that people of gemas, 
personality and character ate rare To write a 
book, of travel appeals irresi'^tibly to large 
numbers of persons who have no creative power 
who^e books ore the mere reflection of a fhallow 
curiosity and of a foolish egotism- These de- 
plorable works, which spread a sort of saharban 
light upon the beautdal and wild places of the 
earth, throw into only greater relief the achieve- 
ments of the trne travellers, who, by reason of 
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tlieir fortitude, their imagmatiori, their insight, 
and their ability to evoke the atmosphere and 
colour of the world, have produced hooks that 
rank as literature and last for centuries. 

The travellers of old, those indomitable 
pioneers of nnplumbed seas and unknown lands, 
the accounts of whose voyages have been 
preserved for us through the pious industry of 
Hakluyt, Pnrchas and Pinkerton, were men of 
ragged prejudices, simple credulity and estra- 
ordinary courage. Foreign lands were to them 
one breathless succession of marvels. In their 
sxjacions Elizabethan manner they described a 
nniverse still almost as wonderful as the Tartarv 
of Marco Polo. A morning wind seems to stir 
through their eager, crabbed sentences ; and 
their quaint descriptions, so foil of detail, 
inaccuracy and a spirit of surprise, have the 
very quality of the age in which they lived. 
Their writings will snrvive, not merely because 
these adventurers were the pioneers of the 
modem world, but because they had an un- 
conscious gift, in the rush of their unbeKevable 
experiences, of making ns actually feel how 
fantastic and visionary a place our mapped-out 
universe once was. 
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The great travellers of those bygone da) 5 , 
enduring incredible hardships and inflicting 
every hind of cruelty, had, neveithelesa, much 
that was childlike in their natures. The aspect 
of the Msible world bore for them something of 
the incommunicable romance that his sur- 
roundings bear for a amali boy of this eta. It 
IS that which makes their records so precious 
and so fresh. They were quite unsophisticated 
They had no idea of fine language or of conscious 
poe^y they bad sitnpl) the feeling that 
ev etching nas mitoculous. Later on came 
other pioneers, great tta\ellers too, who had 
lost this pnmiti\6 sense but nho yet were not 
modem in ouc meaniag of the word Anson and 
Cook, the description of whose Noyages must rank 
as amongst the most remarkable travel books 
of the eighteenth century, bad immense curiosity 
and immense perseverance, but they had lost 
the childlike feeling o\ wonder Their spirit was 
scientific , the earth was no longer to them a 
place where men with tails or tno heads were 
poasibiUtic'^ 

The eighteenth centary, indeed, saw the 
beginning of scientific exploration, ilongo 
Parl’s \oyages to discover tbe source of the 
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Isiger are a case in point, and his Travels in 
West Africa, so nnassuming in its tone, so 
entirely free &oin any flourishes, is all the same 
the Tfork of a man in -whom the call of the wil- 
derness amounted to a passion. Such travellers 
had the e^ence of romance in their very hones, 
and it is all the more impressive because they 
did not share it outwardly with their readers. 
They were not ‘characters’ like "Waterton and 
Trelawny (not to mention a host of seventeenth- 
century, travellers), whose Wandering in South 
America and Adventures of a Younger Son, the 
products of early nineteenth-century experiences 
(and, in the ease of Trelawny, imaginings, one 
fears), can be read to-day with mingled delight 
and irritation. No, they were sober-minded 
men whose romantic craving were hidden even 
horn themselves, and who were persuaded that 
it was the desire for knowledge alone that 
drove them forward to hardships, peril and 
often death. 

In that same eighteenth century (and, in- 
deed, for much of the nineteenth century) a 
book of travel was essentially a book of facts 
— whether accurate or inaccurate. It was not 
an age that csrod for scenery or supposed that 
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a ^ork of travel might he made into a work of 
art Literary men did not travel widely, and 
the self-conscious reactions of the modern 
traveller were undreamt of The vorld w-a's 
still bufficiently strange for travellers' tales to be 
tales of the unknown, and still sufficiently 
inaccessible to lure only professional wantlprera 
into its remoter regiou'i The romantic revival 
had not set in , and that vras all to the good, 
because its sentunentaliam produced nothing but 
ineffective sighs so far as travel was concerned 
That too, like the dryness of the eighteenth 
century, had to run its course before the greit 
travel books of modern times were made possi- 
ble In Sterne's ienttmwilal Tourney and 
Boswells Tour to the Hebrides — a foreign 
tour, if ever there was one — literature certainly 
entered the field , bot their importance is not a<: 
travel documents under any interpretation, but 
as human documents. Stcrue and Boswell were 
the blindest of men in regard to their surround- 
ings , the thing that interested them was their 
fellow huTuam^ They were, lu short, tjpical 
children of the restneted eighteenth centurj 
It IS otil> of recent years that travel has 
become, so to speak, a new mode of expression 
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for the ego. The external Troxld is no longer 
mysterious, because the external world is known. 
With few exceptions, all that remains for 
travellers now is to give us the atmosphere of 
places, to show us the influence on themselves 
of diflerent scenes, to clothe the earth and rhe 
sea anew in their moods and thoughts. The 
dj'namic traveller has yielded to the static ; the 
great hook of travel of to-day, even when it 
outwardly resembles the great book of travel of 
yesterday — ^which it seldom does — is yet subtly 
and irrevocably different. The telescope has 
given place to the microscope. The very words 
in which we express our feelings have a new 
significance. The wonder we feel is not the 
wonder Cortes felt when he gazed ‘ silent upon 
a peak in Darien’; the romance we feel is not 
the romance that Speke felt when he tracked 
the upper waters of the hiile; the human interest 
we feel is not the human interest that Fieldins 
felt when he reached Lisbon. All has changed. 
In this century our emotions are concerned with 
shades at once more delicate and more primitiT& 
We are looking for something that has been in 
the world- ^ce the beginning hut has never yet 
been discovered; we are groping for the root of 
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things SO that Tre may perchance find there the 
answer to our own unxest 'The alchennsb o5 old 
sought for the philosophei^s stone, because he 
felt that there was a hidden harmony m nature 
waiting for the mag^o word , the trai dler of our 
time seeks for it too, because he feels around 
him the whisper of some imminent revelatioii 
The nud nineteenth century produced some 
books of tra'vel written by naturalists whwh 
have a quality of high endeavoot, nch achieve- 
ment, and grave prose that pieces them in the 
front rank of the real Uteratuie of adventure. 
Datwxn’a Voy<xgt of a ^atumZisf, Wallaces 
ilfaJay Archipelago, Batess on t/ie 

are as absorbing as great novels, 
There is a solidity about them wbicb la not 
heavy but soothing thev take ub without any 
fiiewoiks into the dun recesses, they make ns 
8(,p that nature is astonishing hut not morft 
astonishing than het quiet investigators. On? 
remembers the«e three books paxticnlarlv, but 
that period, in which science had begun to take 
on a new aspect, produced many books of travel 
worthy to be preserved. The writers were not 
men ofletters and their jnmds were concerned 
ivith other problems altogether, hut their books 
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bear the stamp of a deep sincerity and so are 
readable to tlus day. 

Arabia, for some reason or other, seems to 
have inspired a passion fot travel in the minds 
of certain men nil of whom were extraordinary 
in their degree. Burckliardt and Palgrave (in 
spiteof his doubtful veracity) -were extraordinary 
men, but they were not so extraordinary 
as Burton and Doughty. Burton srrotc many 
books of travel, but he wrote carelessly and 
few of tbcm are still read. Yet his Filgrimarie 
to Mecca will last, not alone by reason of the 
subject, but because he threw into it all his 
untamed spirit of adventure and all the force of 
his rebellious character. But this book, remarka- 
ble as it is, pales before the amazing Arabia 
Deseria of hlr. Doughty. This singular man 
wandered solitary for years amidst the savage 
tribes of desolate Arabia, and his book, written 
%vith a sort of Biblical archaism that seems to 
catch the innermost spirit of that fonatical and 
stony land, is surely the supreme book of 
travel. Picturesqueness, learning and irony 
have never heen combined to rarer advantage. 
The book will be studied as long as travel books 
have any attraction for manldnd. 
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Two other remarlwable men ha%e pierced 
into Arabia of recent years Wa-i ell s ilfoffei n 
Pxl^nm *n ilecca tra^ epics, in its fir3t portion, 
much of the ground co^e^ed bj Burton , but 
ATavell was, if anything, eaen more animated 
than his predecessor, and hw acconnt both of 
l^Iecca and the Yemen is a real tour de fm:e 
He, unfortnnately, was killed m the war, but 
Mr Philb) , u hose H^art of has recentlj 

appeared, is, like Mr Bought) , stdl ahvc, and 
we may look forward to a continuation of that 
fiiscinatvng record of Arabian politics and ex* 
ploration His at>le is not wrought in the 
pattern of Mr Doughty's heroic achievement, 
but m his limpid pcoso he has conveyed 
to ns the very panorama of the unchanging 
desert and the very soul of the end Wahhabn 
And Colonel Lawrences The Seven PiUaj-aof 
UTsdom IS a remarkable acbivoment. 

Arabia has indeed been fortunate m 
travellers, but there is probably ao country 
no large tract of land, that has not bad an 
initiat^ interpreter One cannot be certain, 
becanso the travel literatore of the world is huge 
beyond computation , bnt foreign countries, 
notably France (one thinks naturally of Claadel, 
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witli less assurauce of Loti), have produced 
many great travellers. That is to say, great in 
the stricter definition, not merely clever or 
adventurous, but great enough to leap beyond 
that stage of ability and achievement where 
the gulf is fixed. Even when we think of 
■craveUers writing only in English, we can dot 
the world with books of outstanding merit. It 
would be interesting to make snch a list, but 
if we mention only Hudson’s Idle Days in 
Paiayonia, Belt’s Katuralist in Hicaraywr, 
Mme. Calderon de la Barca’s Life in Mexico, 
Mr. Cunningbame Graham’s 2£ogreb~al-AcJ:sa, 
Bonrow’s Bible in Spain, Einglake’s Eothen 
— ^books everybody has heard of — we have here 
at once six difierent works, dealing with mx 
different parts of the world, whose enchantment 
will not fade. 

Some people have a prejudice against travel 
books written — or, should we say ? thrown off — 
by men who have made names for themselves 
in other walks of literature. That seems a 
reasonable prejudice. One does not want a 
travel book, however distinguished, to give one 
the feeling that it is a holiday recreation between 
more serious tasks. Hot does one want a 
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literary atmosphere, although one vants htera- 
tuie Perhaps the real traieller cannot read 
vnth the greatest pleasure such book's as 
Stevenson s Travels mth a Donley, or Mr 
Kipling's IBrom Sea to Sea, or Mr Belioc's 
Path to R(me In the very finish of their 
precision they aomehow appear to miss some- 
thing -which the true tra< oiler can at tunes 
catch And what upsets one so much in the 
travel boohs of so many literary men is the hint 
of patronage and superiority, as though all 
this were very well, but not the real thing 
Such an atmosphere, the merest hmt of it. is 
fatal to the vet) breath of adventure, which, 
like every great emotion, is simple at heart 
And yet, if one were to anal) se carefully, one 
would have to make lonumerable exceptions 
to tha general rule Surely Heniy Tamers 
Atnci'iean Scene, for example, with its exqui- 
site flavour of o recovered vision m the eager 
subtlety of an inquiring mind, is a real work of 
travel, whatev ct else it may also be And, in 
a totally different direction, cannot the same be 
said of Bryce's SouA Amenea, which, though 
slightly ambassadorial in tone, has a land of 
cultured and pUiItwophic curiosity about it, 
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added to ab Buflagging, swift observation tbat 
really startles a reader by tbe power and 
serenity of tbe outlook ? 

"Wbat, tben, really constitutes a book of 
trawel ? Is it enough tbat tbe writer should tell 
of a distant land, or must be be at heart a 
wanderer % Must there be a conscious impulse 
of movement and discovery, or is it enough that 
the traveller travels mainly in his own mind, 
absorbing the atmosphere of his surroundings 
and giving it forth to us tinged with his own 
personality ? One asks such a question wonder- 
ing how one can legitimately place the witty, 
disillusioned volumes of Mr. Norman Douglas 
and other writers of this type. Are they, 
perhaps, to be classed as finished fancy or 
reminiscences rather than as books of travel ? 
But such niceties, after all, are more for the 
cataloguer than for the connoisseur. Indeed, 
we need not ask for meticulous definitions ; we 
need only ask ■whether the books themselves 
justify an exception. On this basis we may 
include as -travel books such studies of customs 
as Ford’s Gatherings from Spain and Lane’s 
Modern Egyptians such novels as Herman 
Mel-ville’ s Omoo and Typee, and such 
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inspired revexife as Sit Conrad’s of the 

Sen Travel, m its foUest expression, will 
embrace them all and 6 t tbem into one or other 
of its niebes. Travel booLs, hVa travellers, 
become more difficult to classify ag time goes on 
But 80 long as a traveller carries with, bm bis 
oivn romance in tbe sense of centrist, in tbe joy, 
in tbe loveline-jS and grandeur of changing 
scenes, in tbe feeling that nothing can really 
cheapen and nothing really explain an ay the 
wonder of the universe, be ig a true traveller 
And ao with hooka. Few things have vulgamed 
the world like books, and few things have 
exalted it like books. The effect of most books 
of travel is depressing in their gerrolous inamty, 
hut the effect of tbe rare great hooks of travel ts 
to make life more enticing and mote mysterioos. 
By opening our eyes they let us see how little 
we saw , they let us fed that tho horizons of the 
world arc indeed infinite and unsurpiissable 
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Ifc is, -we are assured by the observaDt, to the 
complexity of modem life that rve owe the in- 
creasing Togne of the detective stor}’’. The ex- 
ponents of the particalar form of science which 
deals with the subject claim that the minds of 
mosr people never really grow up, but remain 
at the happy age of twelve or fourteen. The 
adult mind wearied with the cares of business 
and the immature mind still eager for tales of 
adventure between them provide a vast public fox 
the writer of detective stories ; and, as a mle, he 
seasons his wares to the taste of one or the other. 
The mature brain will reject the slap-dash pro- 
ductions of the writer who relies too much for 
effect upon the improbable, upon wholesale 
violence, or too ohvionsconclusion-jumping on the 
part of his hero. It has a palate for a fine bouquet 
of reasoning and deduction, its taste for mental 
relaxation is not so jaded as to require constant 
murder to excite and hold its cnriosily. It can 
he content with vegetarian fare ; and will relish a 
well-written salad of forgery, impersonation, in- 
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eurauee fraud, blackmail, or tbeft Tbp mental 
Peter Pan, on tbe otber hand, is mchnedto 
be more eatnivoroua la hie tastes. For him 
the corpse of loathly and splenetic millionaire, 
venerated nobleman, or beanteoua damsel should 
decorate the carpet m tV first chapter with hom- 
fying adjuncts of hot lead, cold steel or colder 
poison, regardless of the fine sport which its 
owner might have made while ahll m health if 
in the charge of a wntpr of the V’'cgetanan, as 
opposed to the Carnivorous, School It must 
not be denied, however, that a ealad-monger 
who has won hia ’^purs as each and collected a 
band of admirers by his skill in charming them 
with stones of handing over rogues to notinng 
worse than penal servitude can, il he suddenly 
turns man-eater, give them a verr much finer 
thrill by unexpectedly hunting a roan to the 
gallows than if he had already lamihsnzed them 
inth an unvarying diet of corpses at either end of 
hi3 mysteries. Itistoberegrctted, therefore, that 
comparatively few authors practise this system of 
contrasting altematroa, and that so many, yield- 
ing doubtless to the eolicitatious of publishers, 
create millionaires merely to massacre them, and 
follow up that process by providing their de- 
131 



COXTEMPOP.ARV ESSAYS 

t^ctives and policemen -with, strange implements 
described as ‘ tootbcombs' vritb. ’wbick to separate 
tbe unnranted just from tbe wanted unjust. 

But just as not all writers are carnivorous, 
so are not all publishers reprobate ; and, indeed, 
it is to tbeir enterprise and judgment that tbe 
present generation owes a debt of gratitude for 
reissuing in cheap editions* the finer achievements 
of the Old Masters of this form of craft. In this 
way we can readily compare the technique of 
those who tlmll us now with that of the men 
who kept our sires and grandsixes awake till 
dawn with the prowess of heroes who landed 
each criminal fish in turn without the assistance 
of finger-prints or chemical reagents, telegraphic 
warnings over the official tape-maclune to all 
police stations, wireless messages to shipmasters 
upon the high seas, photography, the telephone, 
or any means of locomotion more rapid than a 
hansom, cab. It is, indeed, remarkable what 
those giants of old were able to accomplish with 
their almost unaided brains and eyes. The last 
of them was, perhaps, that charming Canadian 
creation, who as iSovember Joe, the Detective of 

* Cedie axd Detectiox. With au Introdaotioii by 
E. W. Weoxg. (The World’s Clashes. Milford. 23. net.) 
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the ^Voods, brought stn uunvalled mastery of 
veueriQ and Avoodcraft to the sas^stonce of the 
police of North America in clearing up the 
mystery sorrounding enmes committed m the 
open air Douhtleas he perished in the "war, and 
feir there are among modem detectives who are 
at their best under the shy Probably this is 
inevitable In this town’-hred age the a% erage 
reader is better able to appreciate urban track- 
ing amid the counttesa holt boles and the myriad 
unobservant eyes of a metropolis than to follou 
the finesse of a man able to read a cold trad 
through a wood or across a moor There are so 
many books on town-work that with a little appli- 
cation and some personal practice and experience 
a writer can produce a reasonably convincing 
urban cba&e but it needs much longer prepa- 
ration to produce an effective essay in. cross- 
country work which will satisfy the experts. 
Air Austin Freeman, a Carnivorous wnter who 
occasionally enjoys pleasant excursions into the 
investigation of Vegetarian crime, has, in Dr 
Thomdyke, a detective who can track just as 
efficiently under the sky os under a ceiling He 
isjuat as able as the most scieutifiG American 
characters to make use of modern resources, but, 
123 



CONTEMPOBAEY ESSAYS 

unlike so many of them, he is neitker over- 
burdened by bis equipment nor helpless without 
it. Sherlock Holmes, now* in a well-earned 
retirement, used almost to boast that he had no 
use for knowledge other than that which would 
assist him in his profession. Mr. H. C. Bailey s 
hlr. Fortune, on the other hand, shares with 
Dr- Thomdjke the conviction that a successful 
modern detective, while he knows he can never 
be omniscient, should be as omniscient as it is 
XKJssible to be. That, in itself, is a proof of 
the progress made in the profession since Holmes 
first put up his plate in Baker-street — even if he 
only did so metaphorically — nearly forty years 
ago and admitted Dr. Watson to a certain, rather 
limited, degree of confidence. 

Since then great men have helped to make 
the career of a detective what it is to-day. Like 
that of journalist, it has risen wonderfully in 
seH-confidence, and in the eyes both of the 
public and of the police. Holmes and Arthur 
Morrison’s Martin Hewitt were tolerated, but 
no more, by the uniformed professionals ; their 
successor have firequently been quite politely 
treated ; and now Dr. Thomdyke is frequently 
retained for the Crown — ^for he, unlike so many 
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of lus predecespots, can appear m Court m wig 
and gown— -and Mr Fortune w at least a Bemi- 
official and probably bas a room, laboratory and 
secretary of bis own at Scotland Yard. It 13 
cbiefiy ID America nowadays that we find in 
fiction that antagonism which it was once fashion- 
able to a^ume in England between the private 
practitioner and the police That probably arises 
from the fact that fiction almost always presents 
a policeman m the United States as overbearing, 
incompetent, needlessly auapicious, generally a 
torturer, and m most things quite careless of 
laW) often dishonest and not seldom a criminal 
himself Naturally the atmosphere of bellowing 
and bullying, of flagrant illegality and corrup- 
tion, with which so many writers in the Unvt^ 
States surround the police in their fiction, is un- 
favourable for the careful and conscientious 
detective worV played according to our rules of 
cricket and hunting aa adapted to crime and a 
decent detective naturall} keeps the police at 
arm’s length just as the unhappy relativea of the 
American corpse, or witnesses in the case, wish 
that the murderer had chosen them for his 
•victims instead of leaving them exposed to the 
tender mercies of the arm of the Ian It 13 
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probably largely due to iier unwillingness to ex- 
pose her creature as little as possible to so uncon- 
genial an atmosphere that Carolyn Wells usually 
introduces Fleming Stone at such a late stage in 
her stories, and makes him in consequence work 
at such high pressure to rescue the innocent feom 
the verbal and physical bufietings of the official 
detectives. 

In this country, under more favourable con- 
ditions due to that co-operation with the anthori- 
ti^ on the part of the public which is charac- 
teristic of our authors and of the public for 
whom they write, there are several rising private 
practitioners, and it is even possible plausibly 
to present a police hero in a detective story. 
The creator of Inspector French undoubtedly 
made a mistake in first introducing him in his 
‘ greatest case ’ as any subsequent appearance 
can hardly fail to have a suggestion of anti- 
climax about it — a fate which the author of 
Ti'enis Last Case, has escaped by making of 
his man, as it were, a hapax legomenon. Mr, 
Wallace, on the other hand, repeatedly intro- 
duces a brilliant and attractive young detective 
who stands Mgh in the confidence of his superiors 
at Scotland Yard, but it is always under a 
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different name In tins \\a\ tbe author is able 
to flavour bis record of crane and detection rnth 
ft love interest and to marev off bis hero and 
heroine m nearly every volume Bnt it is rather 
hke making an otherwise acceptable ebaraeter 
commit bigain>, two or three times a )eai, 
under an alias — a proceeding reprehensible in the 
eyes of the public and possibly dangerous even 
for an important ofecial Mr Keeder, on the 
other hand, another of Mr Wallace's creations, 
about whose first appearance there is some un- 
certainty — owing to ft careful confusion of names 
for the purpose of deceiving some rogues— is rather 
ft misogynist nho confines himself to hts very 
efficient work and leaves pbilandeiing to the tmi- 
focmed constabulary Among the unofficial pmc- 
titionen who are making names for themselves 
are Mr Lynn Brock’s Colonel Gore, who has a 
pretty flair for oat-door trackmg , Mr Landiin’s 
* Grey Phantom,' who, like Arsine Lupin ye.ar3 
ago, turns against the vrorld of rogues m which 
he used to have his lawless bemg and has to 
work hard to clear himself of a carefully con- 
cocted accusation of murder, a crime which, he 
ver/ properly abhors- Mr Strong, m recently 
presenting Professor Cnddle to hia readers, reverts 
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to the eccentric type which was popular soine 
years ago,when an exaggeration of the weli-kno^ 
mannerisms of Holmes was considered appro- 
priate to a private investigator of crime. Some- 
what of the same type was hlr. Herbert Jenkins’s 
Malcolm Sage, a man who found it impossible to 
work with incompetent superiors but figured 
very efficiently in a number of remarkable 
adventures. Dr. Hailey, fortunately, still has his 
feet on the ladder of fame up which Mr. Antony 
Wynne is conducting him, in spite of a well- 
concealed tendency to obesity, which in no way 
militates against the nimbleness of his wits or 
his activity in the prosecution of his cases. The 
fact that Dr. Hailey is a physician shows that 
3D. Wynne shares the opinion, now increasingly 
prevalent, that the modern detective should be 
provided with a medical training ; for the mux- 
derem in stories of the Carnivorous School are 
usually exceedingly subtle in their methods and 
able to throw dust into the eyes of the layman, 
no matter how observant he may he in general. 
It is indeed largely due to this modem require- 
ment that the two men who are at the head of 
the profession are both physicians — ^Mr. Fortune 
and Dr. Thomdyke. 
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Of these two Fortimeis gifted with the ability 
to sense evil, and is frequently aided m his wort, 
bv the intuition that such and such a state of 
affairs ' is all wrong * or that gome character is 
' not really a nice person *, but for all that ho 
IS as careful over hia evidence as anyone could 
wish, although he often comes to his conclusions 
a little ahead of it, so far as the reader is 
coDcernetl, and produces it in a subsequent re- 
trospect of the case. Thonidyke, on the other 
hand, is disinclined to rely on intuition and, 
although happy in the possession of n rich vein 
of dry humour, and in no way eccentnc, cannot 
compote in charm of con%eisation viith tortune, 
who 13 the wittiest detective who has yet ap- 
peared m fiction. Thomdyke, a grave and sober 
medico legal practitioner and counsel, conforms 
with the early practice which demands that a 
detective, like a jiriest of old, be celibate , but 
Fortune gailv marries early m his career, and is 
nowise bampered by the possession of a \ofe, 
although it IS possible that some enemy may m 
future strike at him through her That other 
shining light of the Intmtionist school, Mr 
Chesterton's Father Brown, who la even more 
capable than Fortune of, as it were, ‘ smelling 
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out ’ sin, is, as a priest, naturally nnmarried. 
Thomdyke, hovrever, by no means steers bis 
course tbrougb lovele^ pages, as Mr. Freeman 
bas devised a most ingenious scheme of bamess- 
ing a lore interest to bis plot witbout affecting 
the equanimity of bis bero. By the same device 
be also overcomes another difieult}*. Sherlock 
Holmes as a tA-pe caught the fancy of the public 
to such an extent that Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 
set a fashion in the presentation of detective 
stories through the medium of a companion to 
the hero -whose intelligence and powers of obser- 
vation were so nicely calculated as to give the 
reader a pleaang sense of slightly contemptuous 
superiority. The Watson who -was tbejfdus serf 
ficbes Achates of Holmes was supported in his 
task of setting a precedent in this usage by the 
rather more intelligent Brett who chronicled the 
achievements of Martin Hewitt ; and the feshion 
became prevalent. It has its advantages. By 
allowing his reader to follow the working of his 
hero through the senses of a third party an author 
is able to give him something for his mind to 
chew upon. He thus keeps the reader more 


interested in the mechanism of detection than if 
he were to teU the sio..^ "ect and run the risk of 
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serviag up a diet of predigested fects. Mr Bailey 
IS able to cbtomcle the achievements of Fortune 
directly and is never insipid , tut Fortune is not 
quite 80 interesting to follow while at work as 
Thorodyke "With the former the reader is like 
the man who waits outside the covert until the 
hounds come out m full cry In the case of 
Thomdyke he is more in the position of the 
Mjeter or hunt-servant who is able to watch and 
appreciate the nicety of their work through the 
covert as well Mr Freeman, therefore, having 
decided to adopt the Watson system, improves 
upon it The onginol Watson fell a prey to 
matnmonv ui The Sign of Four, and nas ever 
after quite as useless as Holmes himself as a 
poTtner m a love interest Mr Freeman realiz- 
ing the limitations thus imposed upon a single 
Watson, escapes from them with a masterly sim- 
plicity by putting his Watson into commission 
His commissioners, like their chief, are physicians, 
or hamster'*, or both , and with an almost un- 
foding regularity one or another of them is 
sacrificed to Cupid while Thomdyke moves 
through each successivo hook heart-whole and 
unharmed. In this way Mr Preeman cleverly 
enables Thorndyke to aland well both vnth those 
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■wiio hold that a detective should be celibate and 
with those who enjoy an additional thrill in a 
detective story by finding an appeal to the heart 
interwoven with that to the head. 

In this matter of matrimony for detectives 
there is a difierence of opinion ; bat, in deference 
to the older and, as many think, sounder tradi- 
tion of celibacy, a detective Benedick, although 
he may use up a whole book in catching her, 
seldom obtrudes his wife in any following volume. 
Mr. Bailey, who makes precedents, portrays Mr. 
Fortune as quite a ladies’ man as well as a 
husband ; and Mr. Bennet Copplestone provided 
his trucnlent, efipicient, but hardly lovable Daw- 
son with a wife who must have been sorely dis- 
tressed by her lord’s disguises and by some of 
the things which he considered it to be his duty to 
do while professionally engaged. Often, however, 
marriage is like retirement from business for a 
detective ; and an enterprising young New 
Yorker of the name of Jones, who plaihly had 
a great future before him half a generation ago, 
has never been heard of again since his wedding 
day, a fate predicted for him at the time by an 
interested reviewer, if some authors clutter up 
their detectives with a love affair of their own 
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Tvljen they ought to be ehewhere, more spoil 
their man's chances by saddling him with an im- 
possible rreight of irritating or clumsy dialogue 
which makes tho poor fellow appear to be a png, 
awnlgarian, or a propagandist. Sir Chesterton 
at times provides the charaoters who associate 
mth or impinge on Father Brown with such 
unusual opinions and phdosophies that the reader 
13 left mth nothing but the certain &ith that the 
little pnest -mil make it all right m the end after 
behaving, cn route, rather like those clever car- 
toonists who appear to draw a landscape or a face 
and then by turning it upside down or sideways 
show it to he a battleship or the representation 
of a Onildhall banquet. If some wnters hamper 
their man by the ungsmlmess of their style, or 
by exciting his heart, others tend to cramp his 
style by serving up his adventures m so com- 
pressed a form aa to give the reader but little 
opportunity to get tho flavour of the case before 
ho finds that it la finished. Mi Foster is rather 
like this m his treatment of Eavonhill, a reporter- 
detective, who at least deserves as much space 
from his creator as that which his editor can 
not fail to allow kim. Given elbow room. Raven- 
hill may yet go &r 
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The detective story is a thing of compara- 
tively recent growth, possibly because it is a 
matter of only a few generations since readers 
could be persuaded to allow their sentiment to 
support law and order and those who laboured to 
uphold them, instead of as a matter of course 
taMng the side of the picturesque and outlawed 
underdog fighting against odds. In old times a 
detector was on a par with a delator and shared 
the obloquy reserved by schoolboys for sneaks, 
by the lower classes for ‘ narks’ and 'noses’, 
and by others for spies, informers and black- 
mailers. Detective, as an adjective in the qnasi- 
respectahle society of the not yet popular Isew 
Police, dates back only four-score y-ears and as a 
substantive bas not yet reigned as long as Queen 
Victoria. The thief-taker of old, or his more 
efficient successor the Bow-street runner, is sel- 
dom the hero of a story ; and the public, unless 
directly aggrieved, does not appear to have done 
much to help them against rogues. Consequently, 
the detective story as we know it is a modem 
development and its technique is still in 
the making. That is fortunate, as for best part of 
a generation there was a tendency to stereotype 
it on fixed and rather narrow lines. Of late, 
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however, there has been a move to introduce 
novel features, particularly m the direction of a 
break away from oonventiona which tended to 
hamper an author’s fireedotn of action Mr Free- 
man, for example, will often give his readers an 
exciting prologue, a full story m itself, of bow 
and why the crime la committed, before unleash- 
ing Thomdyke to bnild it op again brom its 
remains, like an archmologist engaged in recon 
stmcting a forgotten cmlixation from the con- 
tents of a tomb oc the foandattona of a ram Or 
he will allow Thomdvke to make play with things 
like finger prints, or bloodhounds, which long en- 
joyed an almost sacrosanct prestige in the eyes of 
the publiosince Mark Twam’s Puddenbead Wilson 
rescued a man from a lifetime of slavery on the 
strength of his thumb marks recorded while in 
his cradle, Thomdyke shows bow bloodhounds 
can bo used to mislead the police, and how the 
ends of justice can be almost hopelessly defeated 
by the interested manipulation of finger-prmte: 
Mr Freeman docs not disdain to allow Thora- 
dyke to busy himself in exposing the harmless 
machinations of a jester m the case of Angelina 
Frood, and makes a very good story of it, cap- 
ped aa it la with one of those dramatic instances 
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of an opponent’s ease being shattered in the 
moment of its triumph -with a thunderbolt of evi- 
dence forged b j Thomdyke Tvith the assistance of 
the constant and invaluable Polton and the "Wat- 
son-commissionerforthe time being. 5’nrther,Mr. 
Freeman and Mr. Bailey alike find it unsporting 
to keep their man in safety vrhile he is engaged 
in pitting his vrits against a hunted and pre- 
sumably harassed criminal. It is all very well for a 
commander-in-chief to conduct his campaign fiom 
the reasonable security of a sheltered General 
Headquarters; but a duellist should take equal 
risks with his opponent, and the wearing of secret 
armour is forbidden by the Code of Honour. A 
private detective is not exactly either the one or 
the other, but is more like a hunter of big game, 
who may he assisted by beaters or even ride upon 
an elephant in tolerable comfort, yetis likely at 
any moment to he called upon to provide for 
his own safety. Thus there is a pleasing sense 
of hazard attaching to the careers of both Thom- 
dyke and Fortune, as determined and well- 
planned attempts are made upon their lives and 
reputations. In such hands as those of Mr. 
Freeman and Mr. Bailey, whose delicacy oftouoh 
is xrvalied only by the prowess of Thomdyke and 
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Fortane, the English detective story has growB 
of late years into a very fine flower from the 
stock planted by Poe and grafted and watered 
so cunnmgly by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and 
Mr Momson 
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With, possibly the sole exception of Socrates, 
no personality in the whole range of literature 
has remained so contemporary with posterity as 
Samuel Johnson, LL.D. Never was such an im- 
mortality as Johnson’s, for never did Providence 
arrange that the perfect biographer and the per- 
fect subject should coUaborate in the circum- 
stances in which those two complemented one 
another. Boswell was at the age of hero-worship 
when he first sought the acquaintance of the 
illustrious personage who was then in his middle 
fifties and at the height of his fame. But his 
youthful reverence did not blind him to his idol’s 
imperfections ; and his account of his first impres- 
sions of Johnson at his chambers in the Temple 
is ruthlessly frank : — 

His brown suit of clothes looked very rusty . . . 

his shirt-neck and knees of his breeches were loose . . 
and he had a pair of nnbnckled shoes by way of slippers. 
But all these slovenly particularities were forgotten the 
Tooment that he began to talk. 

It is the virtue of Boswell as a biographer 
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that, ^viuie settmg down nfluglit m malice, he 
resolutely extenuates nothing The combination 
of Bozz/b art -mth Johusorfs nature has produc- 
ed the almost mythical figure, whose external 
slovenly particularities contrast so piqusntly vnth 
the orderly particularities of his intelleot- Yet 
the very perfection of Boswell's achievement has 
tended to obscure or misrepresent both himself 
and hi3 snbjtct. Macaulay could not find words 
strong enough bo splutter his contempt for poor 
Bozzy * Many of the greatest men that ever 
lived,* he wrote, ‘have written biography Bos- 
well was one of the smallest men that ever lived 
and beat them all* Then Boswell is branded 
as a dunce, a parasite, a coxcomb, a slave, a Paul 
Pry, a common spy, a common tattler Because 
of all these deficiencies, this 'inspired idiot*, 
argues Macaulay, wrote one of the beat books in 
the world Hvs argument earned its own refut- 
ation, has earned it indeed so far that wo have 
to-day a school of cntics who are prepared to 
argue that Johnson owes bis feme entirely to 
BmwcU 

If anything were needed to confound the 
hyperbolists on both sides, ifc would be famished 
by e^ en the most cursory reading of Johnson’s 
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letters, isolated from tteir Bosnrell and finm all 
explanatory or illnstratiTe ciremnstanee. in tte 
littte nnannotated volnme is-hieli lias just come 
from the Oxford University Press, we have pure 
Johnson, unexplained, and divorced from any 
context, Johnson the man and friend as well as 
Johnson the Great Cham of Literature. His 
letters to Boswell alone disprove Macaulay s 
estimate. From the earliest days of their acquaint- 
ance up to the last years of his life, we find him 
writing in the most affectionate terms to the 
friend who was thirty years his junior. ' I long 
to see you and to hear you ’, he writes in reply 
to a letter from young Boswell in Corsica, ‘ and 
hope that we shall not be so long separated 
again’ ; and sixteen years later, at the age of 72, 
we find him still ivriting in the same strain : — 

The pleasure -nrhich sre used to leceire fiom each 
ofher oa Good Friday and Easter Day, Tve ranst he this 
year content to miss. Let us, hoTrerer, pray for eacl, 
other, and hope to see one another yet &oni time to time 
vith mutual delight 

Are these the sentiments that a man of John- 
son’s stature would display towrirds a man of 
whose observations (according to Macaulay) 
'not one is above the intellectual level of a ho}' 
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of fifteen,’ and wbo, m his letters, ‘la always 
xantiDg or twaddling’ ? 

So much for the Boswell detractors. What 
of those who would have ns regard Johnson, as 
‘the great Sham’* It may be true that ‘the 
judgments which Johnson passed on books were 
m hia own tiroexegarded with superstitious vener- 
ation, and in our own time are generally treated 
with indiscriminate contempt' We are again 
quoting Macaulay, who perhaps li\ed in an age 
contemptuously disposed to the gods of its grand- 
fathers. By a cunous chance, we happened 
recently upon a judgment of Johnson’s quoted 
appreciate tly and unblushingly by Sir Arthur 
Quiller-Couch— ‘ as Johnson said of Gray's Ete^ 
'—which is evidence that the pendulum 
has swung back again 

Whatever may be the ultimate fate of John- 
son’s Uterat) judgments, he will long stand 
supreme in his own sphere as a master of archi- 
tectural prose built up on Latin It is a style 
which chilis by its ordered formality, and it lends 
to hi3 letters, t>hf*n he emplovs it, n certam air 
of ceremoniousness and aloo&esa. But that the 
style was studiously cultivated to suit its pur- 
pose and was not the mvnluntary expression of 
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a pedantic mind is proved abundantly by tbe 
tender familiarit)’’ of bis letters to Mrs. Tbiale. 
The Johnsonian style as exemplified in the 
famous letter to Lord Chesterfield remains the 
classic model for epistolary prose. If its cold 
elegance at first repels you, accustom yourself 
to the deliberate artifice of an age in lyhieh, 
generally speaking, sense had not yet been 
softened by sensibility, and you -vriU come under 
the spell of the majestic balance of Johnson’s an- 
titheses and the placid harmony of his thoughts. 

But it is his wisdom, his more than common 
sense that are perhaps the most individual marks 
of Johnson’s genius. Quotation is inadequate, 
for Johnson’s wisdom is to be found everywhere. 
AU manner of persons came to him for advice 
on all 3nanner of subjects; and to many he 
proffered it unsolicited, for he could not reftain 
from giving his opinions upon any subject that 
cropped up in his letters as in his conversation. 
Perhaps the supreme test of his merit is that 
when one has surrendered oneself to manner 
one can read on indefinitely with delight and 
edification. Even in this more demonstrative aee 
there are those who can still find recreation in tiie 
eighteenth century garden of Johnsonian prose. 

142 



LETTEK "WRITERS 

The pleasure of nuiking anthologies is not 
to be commmncatpd Bnt ^ere is a real excuse 
for anthologies, chie8y because, they are a 
convenience, but also because a good anthology 
13 a cnticism of the whole art from which the 
selection la made The critical purpose of 
Mr Brunicy Johnson's anthology, which, as he 
says, IS not so much an anthology of letters as 
of Utter writers, seems to be to define this art 
After having, in his preface, quoted several 
definitions, Mr Bruoley Johnson admits the 
impossibility of a direct definition * However 
variously expressed, ell definitions attempt to 
convey the idea of something that is literary 
without being hteratoro* But Sir Johnson’s 
anthology is also meant to be com enient, and 
it, therefore, contains auch letters as liOtd 
Chesterfield's, and Dr Johnson’s letter to Lord 
Chesterfield, which must considerably extend 
the definition of letter writing as an art, and 
arc scarcely literary without being litcratare. 

It IS certainly not of such letters as these 
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that xvc think when wc try to bring to our 
minds the perfect letter, but rather of CowjKr s 
or Lamb’s letters, or of Lady Mary Wortley 
Montagu's, or again of Pope’s, of which there are 
rather unexpectedly no examples in this an- 
thology* And indeed Pope’s letters help one to 
distinguish the letter from any other kind of 
writing because they arc so different from his 
poetry, because in thorn he allows a delicate and 
personal sensibility to count more than anything 
else, and above all more than correctness. For 
while we mustallow letters, like any other art, to 
be artificial, it is convention of good letters that 
they should appear to be guided by no rules, 
built on no structure, and assisted by no plan. 
Rules, structure, and plan arc all there but, as 
in a modem novel, they are the image of ex- 
perience of life, and the thought seems to move as 
it moves in real life, not according to the laws of 
logic or according to some rule like those which 
Aristotle found in tragedy, but rather by free 
association ; so that not only what is described 
but the method of description appears to he 
realistic and natural. The letter should touch 
life at every point, and the reader should feel 
that in spite of all this there is art, rather than, 
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reader of letters may eqnalJj -n-ell traTel aboat 
in Mstory and return "witli the same opinion ; an 
opinion v^'hich does not imply a monotonous 
surdlarity in the people whom he inspects, hut 
only that their conditions and the time in which 
they lived did not prevent them from having 
the same capacity for variation at any time. 
Life being always the material of which the 
letter writer mates an image, there will be a 
certain consistency in these images, and the 
trivial changes of history will not obliterate this 
consistency. But if letters are so photographic 
it may be asked wherein they are an art. One 
quality of literature they have in that they 
express something clearly, for they expres and 
make an image of the writer and of his sensa- 
tions. But there must also he arrangement of 
what is expressed and selection, and the con- 
vention of letter writing is that the principle of 
arrangement should he concealed. But the 
arrangement is there, there is after aU a berin- 
ning, a middle and an end, although °the 
principle by which things are arranged in a 
letter is much more like the principle on which 
thin^ of immediate importance to ourselves, 
and only to ourselves, are arranged in our 
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imnds in everyday life, tlian it is to the principle 
on ■which events are arranged in a tragedy, 
mth reference to their universal significance or 
importance The values which determine the 
structure of the letter are arranged in the scale 
according to their inunediate and personal 
importance to the writer, and not according to 
thoir universal importance to everybody 
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It is now iwssible for anyone wlio is 
prepared to spend a small proportion of a 
small income to acquire a libraiy wbicE, if it is 
not a Gentleman’s Library, and fortunately 
sncii a tiling scarcely exists nowadays, at least 
contains most of tbe books wbicb one would 


wist to read and own, not in expensive but in 
pleasing bindings and print. So great has of 
late years been the improvement in the produc- 
tion of fairly cheap book& It seems that there 
IS no reason why anyone should endure, except 
in a few instances, the possession of an ugly 
book, and that anyone may, if he is careful 
enjoy the possession of a great many delightful 
hooks, even if he decides as a rule to spe^d no 
more than ten or fifteen shillings on each book 
^d of course, m most cases it is not neeessarv 
to sp^d anything like as much as this. ^ 
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gratified if otliers efiould also own boolcs and not 
seek to borrow. But most of us are not so full 
of information or posessed of so many books 
tbat we bare only to turn our attention to tbe 
needs of otbers, but ratber we are grateful for 
attention to our own needs. As to tbe beauty 
or fitness of tbe books wbicb we buy, since it is 
possible to buy pleasant editions of a great 
many past writers of merit, it would be as well 
if those who wish for an edition of some writer 
would, when there is an alternative of a pleasant 
edition, refuse an ugly one. We cannot do this 
with books by modern writers, bnt here tbe 
publishers often do their best for us ; and it is 
possible tbat ifree and general expression of 
opinion about a book, whether it is beautiful or 
ugly, may in tbe long run bare tbe same effect 
as tbe more direct action of a consistent choice 
of pleasant editions. But these are practical 
matters, and our practical action is justified by 
tbe pleasure wbicb may be got from looking at 
books as well as tbe pleasure of reading. So 
tbat it may be relevant to consider tbe nature 
of this pleasure. 

For tbe reading of books is a pleasure and 
an activity of a difierent kind fix)m tbe posses* 
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Bion of books. la tbe scholar, and in the reader 
Bho X3 porhajra moat apt to command our 
respect, these pleasures and aofcmties coincide. 
Bat a great number of people prefer to buy 
some books and only to read others , and this is 
not always because they buy only the books 
which they imh to read more than once. The 
moststnctreader.whowishesonly to read abook 
and to get no other pleasure from it, may be 
guided by this principle , but others ate persuad- 
ed to buy or not to buy by less tangible and 
mfcelligible reasons There always comes a point 
in the life of a boy who bos bitberto read a 
great many books which belong to his parents 
or have been lent to him, when be decides to 
buy some few books of bis own- And it is a 
curious fact that these books which he buy^ ere 
not iiktly to be those which ptevioualy he most 
delighted to read- It is possible that he will do 
little more with them than look with pndo at 
their new clean backs as they stand in a small 
hanging bookshelf If tiien the pleasure which 
ho gams &om looking at them is not m propor- 
tion to the pleasure which be gams from reading 
them, of what naturo is this pleasure and why 
does he buy them’* Perhaps if we try to answer 
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tMs question "we may learn of wliat nature is the 
pleasure wbicli most people get from hoolcs 
other than the pleasure of reading therm 

Let us at firat set aside the collecting 
instinct and the need to be in the foshion ; for, 
■while these causes may and often do cause 
people older than schoolboys to buy books, it 
■would be rather cynical to suppose that very 
many people buy books solely for these rather 
sordid motives- It is more reasonable to 
suppose that the boy has discovered the purely 
resthetic pleasure -which he can get from looking 
at books. This may be so ; but then he would 
surely buy handsome editions of those books 
which he most likes to read, and so minister to 
two pleasures at once. We may rather suppose 
that certain books have associations which par- 
ticularly appeal to him at this time, and that 
these associations are roused Lu his mind as 
much by the appearance of the book as by its 
contents. His pleasure then is of the same 
nature as the pleasure which Lamb got from an 
old lending-library copy of the ‘ Vicar of 
Wakefield’, giving as his reason that he liked to 
imagine what comfort this identical copy had 
given to some overworked sempstress. Perhaps 
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few of B3 would go SO iiiT as this, since we have 
not all so omnivorous a sensibility as Lamb had 
Bot if Lamb lihed certain books to be in shabby 
bindings, this liking is not so absurd as if he had 
wished a certain kind of picture to be covered 
with thick varnish or a certain land of statue to 
lack an arm. Such things have been wished for, 
but the wish meets with none ot the indulgence 
which ue give to Lamb’s cct^entncity It is 
reasonable that we should like our old, shabby, 
and even ugly copies of certain fovounte hooks 
better than an) now copws, however neat and 
fine And the pleasure which we get from new 
books IS often of the same nature as the pleasure 
which Lamh got from hia old lending library 
copy, though here it may be duly mixed with 
some more purely msthctic pleasure The 
lesthetic pleasure is indeed what the producer of 
the book should pnmanly seek to give, since the 
other pleasure la mote uncertain end depends 
partly on oursoivea. 

This pleasure of association vs easy to under- 
stand when the asocistions can be so easily 
traced, as m the instance of an old lending-library 
copy Also it IS fairlj easy to trace the associ- 
ations of an old book, for they are opt to he 
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definite and the same to alL They are poured 
into a mould by history and antiquity, and 
there they must stay. One man can scarcely 
get one sort of pleasure from the quarto edition 
of Gibbon’s ‘Decline and T'all’ and another 
another sort of pleasure ; for if we know the past 
we all know the same past, though allowances 
may be made for different kinds of historical 
imagination. And even with old books the 
more superficial qualities of their appearance 
may in different people arouse different associ- 
ations. If someone has set himself to buy 
Pickering’s editions of poets, starting with the 
reasonable idea that they are very sensible and 
often beautiful books, as he looks at an old 
bookshop he will find that he notices with more 
pleasure a book which resembles a Pickering 
edition, even though tMs may not in feet he at 
all a pleasant book, and certainly one which he 
would never have noticed at all before he began 
to think of Pickerings. Still more variable then 
will be the associations of modem hooks, since 
they have not been fixed, as axe the associations 
of the past. And a greater degree of sensibility 
is needed to appreciate the flavour of modem 
hooks. An old hook is often in the same 
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position as David GamcVs copy of a Folio 
Sbakespaare. Tina may be a pleasant thing to 
possess, but about it there can be no individual 
flavour such as lyc ourselves give to our own new 
boohs in our own minda. 

To be more particnlsr, the schoolboy 
generally buys books of a certain Lind, and as a 
rule absolutely opposed to the kind of book 
which he most likes to read. For boys generally 
like to read books which force their way into 
the hierarchy of hterstore, if they do go at all, 
heeauao they are abundantly full of life. Such 
are aecounte of remarkable advpotures, travels, 
and marvels — 

Aetbet«4l jearaeyi, sabmanae etploita, 

And Kalerfelto with ins hair on end 
At h» Otto wonder^, wond’rujg for b» bread. 

But when the boy first thinks of literature 
as a thing separate from mere rtading matter, 
where the most marvellous w the most ontertam' 
tag, then he chooses as examples of literature 
books which are definitely and istmctly literary, 
literature which can be cot with a knife, rather 
than books which ore vigorous and full of life 
and consequently admitti^ solely by virtue of 
thesequahtiestobe classical orgood books. Such 
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boois wbieb tbe schoolboy buys are the essays of 
Mr. Beerbohm, not because Mr. Beerbohm is the 
most delightful of essayists, but because his are 
essentially the essays of a literary man. And 
also he vnll buy the Georgian boohs of poetry, 
because such poetry is as far as possible from 
the saga or the adventurous epic or ballad, and 
is rather the graceful product of a lettered age. 
And, as it happens, these books are bound and 
printed in a way which transparently shows that 
they are literary books. No book of adventure 
is commonly bound in yellow cloth with a neat 
white label on the back, and with another neat 
white label surprisingly inserted at the end of 
the book in case the first should soil or wear out. 
It can scarcely be explained why such a way of 
producing books should seem to be literary, but 
it is so ; and any little discovery of this sort 
soon becomes appropriated to its own kind of 
book, so that we should be startled and even 
annoyed if tbe ‘ Arabian Nights ' should come 
out in this way. 

And so the contemplation of these books 
which look literary leads the schoolboy into a 
new and wonderful territory, not the territory 
of the marvellous, but one more august in 
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which, as he knows, his elders mostlj dwell. 
And since these litei&ty books are produced in 
an elegant and graceful way, the approach to 
this territory does not appear hard , even the 
possession and contemplation of such books is 
enough, for thereby he seems to himself to be 
looking over this literary territory as from a 
distance. If literary books are dealt out to 
him, na unfortunatetv they sometimes are, which 
remind him of school books, then he will only 
enjoy looking at these bM>ka and lenunding 
him«cU of their presence after he has read 
them and enjoyed them and not before, and 
thus the pleasure of looking at books will not 
minister to and encourage the pleasure of reading 
them. How many classical writers have been 
rescued from the ohlinon of all hut scholars bj 
the habit which has grown of late of bringing 
them out as if they were not trivially elegant, 
but approachable and ple«ant, though digni- 
fied authors. 

It should be the care of those who produce 
books to SCO that their outward appearance bears 
some relation to their contents. For if a book is 
suitably and elegantly produced this is a kind of 
advertisement of its matter, and wc do not wish 
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to be deceived by an advertisement. But the 
associations roused in the mind by the appear- 
ance of a book have also an individual quality 
which, though it is not of a contrary nature to 
the contents of the book, nevertheless exists 
apart from them and gives pleasure by itself In 
the eighteenth century — ^and at all times before 
the present variety in the methods of producing 
books — ^there were, to all intents and purposes, 
but two kinds of pleasure, other than the strict- 
ly aesthetic pleasure, to be got from the appear- 
ance of books. One kind of pleasure only came 
after the book was read and familiar, and such 
was the pleasure which came to Lamb from 
the appearance of his books. Thus we may be 
unwilling to exchange our ugly copy of some 
fevourite poet for a new and prettier copy 
because the appearance of the old copy, the very 
placing of the poems on the page, immediately 
stirs our past pleasure in reading that poet. 
This pleasure must at any period have been 
procurable from books, for it depends entirely 
upon ourselves and has no reference to the way 
in which hooks are produced. But as to the 
pleasure which may be got from books before 
even they are read, when books were uniformly 
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boaud in leather, the ideal of the book owner 
was to form a Gerttleman's Library Thus 
there was little vanety , and where there was 
any it had little relation to the vanety of the 
contents of the books, for uniformity is the 
essence of the Gentleman’s Library One of 
the largest of ail eightcenth-centmy books is 
Pnor’s poems, uhich were produced in a sire 
which, we believe, is called ‘ elephant folio/ and m 
various other sizes, all mote or less ‘large paper' 
editions, It is an enormous and ridiculous book , 
but it was calculated to look dignified and 
perhaps to stand on the shelf besides Powes 
* Lucan’s Phatsaluv * and a large book of en- 
gtaviDgs of Qrxco*Roman sculpture. It is pre- 
posterous that Prior should have stood in such 
company and in such a dt^oise, so that a first 
sight of the book wc might well say — 

Ko idle ml, ao tnStog rerso esa lorl. 

In ibc deep bosom of tliat weight; voik , 

No pl&yfol tbooghU degrado the solema atjle. 

Nor One light *entenco a trsasieat smile 
But it is not prop(»tcroua in a Gentleman’s 
Lihrar) , where it is the dignity of the gentle- 
man and not the picoso proportion of pomp 
or elegance suitahle to the hook which has to 
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be considered. 

But when bound books ceased to be things 
of common use, with the waning of the Gentle- 
man’s Library, books came to be printed and 
bound in so many different ways that, whereas 
formerly books could raise up only a limited 
number and kind of associations as if by one or 
two solitary instruments, now it is possible for 
books to play upon us as if by a whole orchestra. 
Those books in yellow cloth with white labels 
call up to our minds, before even we read them, 
a lettered delicacy and elegance. Those hand- 
some editions of poets published by the Oxford 
University Press, in which there are facsimiles of 
title-pages and ornaments from original editions, 
and which are bound soberly but pleasantly in a 
reddish brown cloth with large white labels, call 
up to our minds a more scholarly but still attrac- 
tive literary territory in which we may wander 
attentive to the knowledge of the past, but still 
pretty well at our ease. Bough brown cloth and 
grey michelet paper bindings, and within a 
slightly precious medieval type instructs us that 
we must look for a classic, but that we may treat 
the classic not like schoolboys who only have text- 
books, but with the appreciation of ripe experi- 
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eufo And foe lighterbooVs of tbe eighteenth- 
century there IS partieaUr style. Pnnters' orna- 
ments and sometimes engravings of the penod 
are used, a delicate type is elegantly spaced, and 
the hook 13 bound m \ery light colours, grey or 
■white and sometimes a lightly patterned paper 
And thus the eighteenth century which never 
existed except in the minds of tv cntieth-century 
people vs conjured up, a delicious and frivolous 
age m which life went on its course as if it were 
a ballet. 17h«‘Q Mr George Moore's books are 
produced in this way the conjunction of two 
60 disimilar world<i is surprising, but also 
surprisingly felicitous. 

In this way the appearance of a hook con- 
ceals its contents ■when they ate dull and reveals 
them when they ate not. And it is as well that 
no should see the best side of literature For 
the muses are said to be milancholy, and Burton 
says that he believes that the reason ^hy they 
alone of Zeu^ daughters remained nmnamedwss 
because they had no portion. If we are to 
believe manv literary men, there is nothing to 
be said for reading os a pleasure , and many of 
tho=e who said nothing against teadmg have 
inveighed against the possession of books. Iherc 
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is no more melaneboly cliapter in tlie ‘Anatomy 
of Melanetoly ’ tlian tliat trliicli deals Yitli study 
as a cause of melanelioly. and enumerates all tiie 
disastrous results of reading : — 

Ho~ maaypooTsdboIaTsiiaTelosttlieir'pits, or become 
dizzards, neglecting all trorldly affairs and tbeir 
health, wealth, esie et him esse, to gain hno'irledge. . . . 
Yonr greatest students are commonly no better; sillt’, 
soft, fellotrs in their oattrard bsharionr, absurd, ridicnloas 
to others, and no trhit experienced in trorldly hnsiness. 

Samnel Butler would have notions to do 
with, the possession of books. He said that the 
only books which were necessary were Bradshaw 
and the Post Office Directory, and that only when 
one had thoroughly mastered the contents of 
these volumes was it time to think of procuring 
otherbooks. And no one was more delighted than 
Butler to find that a famous book was not worth 
reading and to say so. Dr. Johnson thought so 
little of handsome hooks that he used to maltreat 
his ficiends’ books in direct proportion to their 
value and beauty. But this sort of thing is so 
like the great. They behave in this way in 
order to shock those who are not great, and they 
throw away ail the superficial ornaments and 
pleasures which surround their profession in 
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Older that it may seem the more austere and 
disinterested. They tell u$ that the mases are 
melancholy, that we shoald master the contents 
of Bradshaw before we turn to other boots, and 
that beantifol books are unworthy of respectful 
treatment, for the> know that we shall never 
aummoti up the courage to act upon their advice 
and the example which thev trv to set before us 
They know that we shall remain convinced that 
they only abuse literature becau'^o they are so 
free of it, la the same way as a very pmas man 
allows himself a little mild blasphemy because 
be baa been presented with the 6cedom of 
Heaven 

The great con do without the graces of 
htcratoxe , to them a book is the same whctiier 
it IS ugly or hcaatiful, and they do not mmd if 
they have to go to the British iluseum, since 
they need no inducementa to read. But, to 
those who are not great, leadmg is often a 
trouble. "We know, of couno, that the greatest 
pleasures will come to us if we persevere , but 
wo fljc mostly m the position of the schoolboy 
who must have the htcrary temtory of his 
elders made attractive to him — we must be able 
fiiat to view it from a distance and see how 
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attractive it is- Macaulay may assure us ttat 

Gerrantes is never petulant. Demostlienes never 
comes unseasonaWT. Dante never stays too long. lio 
difference of political opinion can alienate Cicero. 
heresy can excite the horror of Bossuef. 

But till we are as adult as Macaulay we must 
agree witli Bagehot : — 

But Bossuet is dead ; and Cicero vas a Boman ■ and 
Plato vTOte in Greek. . . . After dinner Demos- 
thenes winy come nnseasonably ; Dante ‘might stay too 
long. , . . Dreadful idea, having Demosthenes for 
an intimate friend He had pebbles in his mouth ; he 
vras always trrging action; he spoke such good Greek; 
we cannot dwell on it — it is too much. 

Me cauuot accuse Bagehot of that vanity 
which Samuel Butler displayed. His words are 
sincere aud must have the approbation and the 
sympathy of aU but the great. But there is one 
place where Dante cannot stay too long, and 
that is upon our bookshelves. There Dante, if 
he is bound, we may suggest, in white vellnm, 
printed with irreproachable dignity and il- 
lustrated by Botticelli, may stay for ever and 
never he removed, except, of course, in order 
that we may read him. 

But, since reading is primarily a pleasure 
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vre should not como to it as if to a study , and 
•we need only a very gentlo persuasion to over- 
come ttftt reluctant and sluggisli mood xvben -we 
say to ourselves that we nould read if there 
were something new to read. In such a mood 
as this, those winter evenings by the fire -which 
poets and essayists repeatedly describe, the fire 
inevitably crachiing, have no art to persuade ua. 
Not will all the prestige of literature and the 
solemnity of book learning do anything hut 
fi^hten ns away For these persuasions are too 
earnest, and it is baind to believe that anyone 
would use this battery of rhetoric to make ns 
enjoy a simple pleasure. We may like to be 
reminded of long winter evenings and those 
crackling fires, storms outside and cups of tea , 
hut since theae pleasures ere so solicitously 
set before ua "we are apt to suspect that it is 
because the pleasure of reading needs to be very 
much augmented by these attendant circum- 
stances. But the aspect of beautiful books 
which arc admirably calculated to set out their 
couteuts in the best light is a more gentle 
persuasion, and seems perfectly guileless. 

iloreover, the beauty of books is not like 
an advertisement, which when it has done its 
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•work is no longer a matter of importance. It is 
seldom tkat we can so constantly and for so long 
a time enjoy a beaatifal thing as when we are 
reading a beautiful book. For since a beautifal 
print must also be one which it is easy to read, 
in onr reading we are constantly attended by a 
beauty which is almost nneonscionsly appreci- 
ated, since it comes humbly in the disguise of 
utility. And since the contents of a book may 
make ns even like an ugly and shabby book, 
it may also happen that, just as the illustrations 
to his works often make what is gloomy in 
Dickens appear to our recollection as sordid, an 
author whom we have read with the ease given 
by a beautiful print and the comfort of a 
pleasant binding may gain in our memory an 
increased -rirtue. This virtue, which exists in 
the memory, is not irrelevant and unimportant ; 
for nearly all pleasures, except the aesthetic 
pl^tsure, come from the memory and are not 
imm ediately aroused but are felt a long time 
after they are first stimulated. If a novelist 
were to describe his past reading in the same 
way as Proust described lus past life, it is likely 
that he would say almost as much about the 
appearance of books as about their contents. 
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All men liave desired to pull the communic- 
ation cord, and only too many close tlieir lives 
■with deep shame t^t they never achieved the 
courage or the means to do so The railways 
in their fierce competition with road traffic have 
no greater asset than that emergency apparatus, 
vnth its grave warning and heavy penalty 
With It they strike the imagination ol the 
youngi tnaking those first railway )ouineys which 
axe adventure enough anyhow into a real con- 
tact with the gnmmer aide oC things. * To stop 
the train, puU down the chain,’ has a note of 
reality about it that drives all other nursery 
rhymes from the youthful head* As the years 
pass and the value of £5 is increasingly appreci- 
ated it IS recognized that pullmg these cords is 
essentially a rich man s thrill The resolve to 
pull them one day is an incentive to mdnstry 
and the hidden dream of many an industnous 
apprentice, for those philosojhers who preach the 
importance of experiencing fiilly and deeply and 
of regarding the experience as an end m iteclf 
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join vintb. tliose vrho point out that life is 
valuable for its high, rare, intense naoments 
in keeping alive the normal human desire to pull 
the chain. The railway companies are indeed, 
fortunate in having these moments to sell, and, 
though theirs is in a sense a luxury trade and a 
tax on the £5 may well seem reasonable to the 
Inland Kevenue, more might he made of it in 
the genera] scheme of railway publicity. 

What is chiefly feared by the general 
public is a lack of imaginative understanding on 
the part of the guard and, in short, an in- 
sufficiently sporting chance of saving the £ 5 . 
It is no doubt largely fear that makes railway 
companies so stem. Like the railway company 
in Mr. K.ipling’s story in ‘The Day’s Work,' 
they fear that private people who are not 
severely dealt with may develop a delusion 
and think themselves ‘divinely commissioned 
to stop all trains.’ It is true that the experience 
might prove too much for weak he^, hut 
railway companies ought not to expect to go 
through life without running risks. Emergency 
should he widely interpreted. The railways 
have recently done many things to encourage 
traveL They have urged extra politeness upon 
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stafis already polite, tempting all of us who 
cannot find politeness at home to take joarneys 
to special and remote stations because we know 
our tickets will be ctdlected there with so much 
suave charm and so intimate an understanding 
They have granted half feres m the restaurant 
cars to the young without any prying inquiry 
as to when they last saw a meal m their parent^ 
home. But wlmt they have not done is to 
provide an outlet for the over*repressed. A 
railway company in Us size and power and regu* 
UtiODs IS akin to a Government, and men fe^ a 
particular joy when they get the better of it 
The lack of humour and the fie^ enty which mark 
Government action should he the railway 
company's chance. If there were lucky railway 
tickets whose chance buyers had the right to stop 
a long, fast, and important tram without penalty, 
many a jaded taxpayer would find a new zest in 
travel whirh gave him a chance of one hnef but 
glorious moment of irresponsible power 
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Old-fasHoned^ 'srell-brouglit-up people may 
now and tben be heard complaining — ^very 
gently, because they are too fiightened to speak 
harshly — that yonng people nowadays do not 
say ‘please’ and ‘thank you.’ The cause does 
not seem to be want of gratitude. A small boy 
■who is tipped -will grin with pleasure, as small 
boys ever have ; and when a kind uncle presents 
a gro-wn-up niece -with a cigarette-holder or a 
vanity case, die •will very probably reward him 
with: ‘0 Nunc, how posh!’ or some such mono- 
syllabic formula. But neither of them ■wiU say 
thank you. Sometimes the omission is caused 
by shyness, especially on public occasions such 
as prize-givings, when the winners are tongue- 
tied by exposure to the general eye. The main 
reason is probably change of fashion. ‘Please’ 
and ‘thank you’ are going out. A year or two 
ago freakish fediion ordained that we should all 
say, ‘ Thank you so much-’ In mid-Victorian 
days Edward FitzGerald grumbled at the use of 
‘thanks’ for ‘thank you,’ unaware apparently 
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tliat it la frequent m Shatespeare, And now it 
loola as if ‘thanks’ and ‘thank )oq’, and 
‘please* aa well, w ere to drop ont of use altogether , 
and no little girl who says ‘Pass the 3am ' 1 
will be caught up with 'Pass the 3am what?’ 
Thus will naughty little girlhood lo^^e the 
opportunity of making the perfect rejoinder 
* The jam-yot I' 

These polite use*! of ‘ jjease’ and ‘ thanks' 
are not verv old , and no doubt we can get on 
without them. But, if go they must, their mere 
disappearance would bo the less of two possible 
eviK The greater is the substitution for them 
of some other phrase Time was, and within 
living memory, when those who received in- 
gtrnctiona or agrecdupona course of action would 
say ‘Yes, Sir,’ or ‘Very well’ They say now 
‘Bight'ho'l It makes some old fashioned peoplf* 
shudder, especially 05 in certain dialects the 
sound of the last syllable can be a ^cry ugly- 
sound No familiarity is intended it is the new 
way of speakiDg Bot, on the whole, if the sub- 
stitutes for 'please’ and ‘thank you' ore to be 
anything like ‘nght-bo,’ silence were better 
And Silence la by no me-ans outside probability 
YTatching the change in speech that is going on 
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all about, old-fosbioiicd }>cople xuay -x^onder 
whether words are going to be so clipped that 
there will be nothing left. The hurry against' 
which Sir Hugh Allen has nobly railed is cutting 
up words as fast as the craze for bungalows is 
cutting down trees. ‘ As soon as poss.’ — young 
folk, of not ungentle nurture, will say that, nor 
know that the}’ have offended. The motor- 
car, of course, is largely responsible for this. 
Pleasured by cnginc-rcvs. it takCvS a very long 
time to say the extra syllables of mag. or decarb. 
Why should we waste breath at lawn tennis on 
saying the whole of fifteen when half will do ? And 
then to hand is the small ad., ever instructing 
its readers in the art of abbreviation. 'Exc. 
coobg. bkft. opt lib. (or sep.) tab. perl. sup. 
best pos, fee. sea. e.l. b. h- and c.’ — if you are 
sharp enough to know what that means, you are 
not likely to linger out the conversation over 
the lib. tab. by pronouncing more than the first 
syllable of any word. And when, having passed 
the pep. to some elderly lady, you hear the 
obsolete sound of ‘ Thank you,’ how good to be 
ready with the gallant reply: ‘Don’t mensh; 
you’re welc.’ 
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Tlie year 1900 saw tUe publication ofa book 
witK the fotbidding title ‘The Herbartian 
Psychology Applied to Education* But the 
book itself was a delight. 1 for one immediately 
succumbed to its charms. Here was no dull 
application of a dreary science (if it was a 
science) to a deeaner art (if it was on art), but 
a fresh and cheery outlook upon the world m 
general and the school world in particular A 
new and distinctiYe voice had made itself heard, 
and a new name was added to the roll of great 
teachers. “Wo have been indebted to John 
Adams for many good things since that day, 
and the last is a book* in which be has reverted 
to bia first love. Using Bacon's terminology 
for fallacies ho called the first chapter in his first 
book JiJnJa ScAolarum— errors peculiar to the 
school and the schoolmaster And the book be 

* Eapors is Scnnoi. their Causes ajtd Treat 
ME3T By Sir John Adams CniTer»itr ef Bondon 
Pwi-. C'.uet. 
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lias just published may feirly be regarded as an 
expansion of that brief and extraordinarily ■vritty 
chapter. 

Sir John begins one of bis present ebapters 
tbns ; — 

Among tte mercifolly short sentences that on the 
immble pages of our first Latin delectus pave rhe vray for 
the ghastly complications that foUorr, we find htmanum 
est errare. Few pnpils need to take the tronhle to look 
np the Latin dictionary in dealing with this easy 
sentence ; they know that it means what it says, and 
they are content to leave it at that. But if a tronhle- 
some schoolmaster comes along, and, not content with a 
literal translation, demands a fuller e.vplanation, the bored 
youngster plunges into the dictionary for further ammu- 
nition, and then declares that errare means to wander. 

Tbis is in tbe true Adams vein. It affords 
a bint of tbe delectable way in wbicb we are 
enticed to examine in detail tbe weltering mass 
of error of wbicb tbe mind of man, and parti- 
cularly tbe mind of youtb, is capable, 

Kobody is more fully alive tban tbe author 
to the dangers of error-bunting and to tbe 
opprobrium to wbicb tbe schoolmaster is exposed 
by bis censorious attitude of mind. While ad- 
mitting tbe unfortunate tendency of tbe scbool- 
master to carry bis fault-finding habits from the 
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school to the ■world, he defends him against the 
inamnations of the psycho-analysts. The ten- 
dency IS as a general role neither due to a desire 
to inflict pam on others nor to a supenonty 
complex, but rather to mere mental inertia, to 
the difficulty of changing a dominant habit 
The schoolmaster is a fer more modest person 
than he seems. The dangers of error-hunting 
are not all extramural they exist in the school- 
room as well In the directions issued by 
Gentile to the Italian elementary teachers in 
1924, directions which Sir John describes as 
‘probably the most buman set of instructions 
ever officially issued to the professional teachers 
of a nation,' it is pointed out that constant 
correction on the part of the teacher cannot fail 
to produce a strained relation between teachers 
and taught, that the ideal to be aimed at is 
happiness in the school, and that {aalt-flndmg 
works effectively against that ideal Sit John’s 
comment is ‘Persistent fault-finding cannot 
but imtate the pupils, but what is the teacher 
to dol He cannot allow the errors to go un- 
checked, unless he can share the optimism of 
Gcntde and his colleagnes, who assure the 
teachers that accuracy will come in due course, 
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and almost of its own accord. . . - The 

truth, is that there is much more in this matter 
than has entered into the philosophy of the 
kindly optimists of educational headquarters at 
Rome'. He goes on to contend that although 
the fault-finding attitude has to be given up, 
correction is a regular part of the teacher’s busi- 
ness, and indeed one of his main functions. 

Sir John Adams’s attitude to the whole 
question is that of the wise and kindly physician. 
Just as the body can go wrong in a variety 
of ways, so can tbe mind ; and just as the doctor 
has his prognosis and diagnosis, his preventive 
measures and his curative treatment, so should 
the educator have his special devices for detect- 
ing errors, for discovering their causes, for 
curing them, and, above all, for preventing tbem 
from occurring at all. The analogy must not he 
forced too far. Error and disease are not com- 
parable all along the line. There are psycholo- 
gists who regard the method of trial and error as 
the natural and normal means of learning. We 
progress by making mistakes and rectifying 
them. Still the analogy is helpful so far as 
it goes. It at least points to the necessity of 
understanding the machinery of mind that makes 
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errors possible It shows that to be surprised at 
their occurrence is in the teacher a sign of 
weakness. * How does he deal with unexpected 
difficulties’'* was a question which a school- 
maater had. to answer respecting a teacher on 
probation The reply was his difficulties 
are unexpected* The teacher who reproachfully 
asks, ‘ How on earth did you come to make such 
a silly mistake ’ * has sent forth a boomerang 
which hits him harder than it hits hts pupil 

Sir John begins with the picturesque error 
— the howler The howl (of laughter, not of 

pain) must come from the teacher, not the pupil 
* In the American magazine Xi/e there was once 
a picture of a schoolboy who, in answer to the 
teacher’s demand for an e^mple of a collective 
noun, answered *’ a vacuum cleaner ' The amile 
on his lips and the quizzical expression on his 
face as he tarns to his daK-mates for applause 
clearly marks off this sally as belonging to a 
region outside the howler range It is the boy’s 
joke He appreciates it as much as the teacher , 
in all probability more’ As examples of the 
genuine howler the author cites a boy's attempt 
to explain the term ‘grsss widow’ as ‘the 
wife of a dead vegetarian,’ and gives the instance 
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of a boy wbo maintained tbat Margaret of 
Anjou vras ‘ very fat’ because tbe bistory book 
said tbat sbe was one of ‘Henry’s stoutest 
supporters He also tells us about tbe boy Trbo 
"wben pressed rritb questions confessed tbat 
be was a noun, and was further made to assert 
tbat tbe other boys running about in tbe yard 
were verbs. Grammar is indeed a fruitful field 
for bowlers. ‘ We are doing grammar at school 
said a little girl to me recently, ‘and I don’t 
like it. I don’t mind nouns and verbs, but 
when it comes to injections and injunctions it’s 
a bit thick’. ' 

Words are constant sources of confusion 
to tbe growing mind. Nor does tbe dic- 
tionary always mend matters. Tbe boy who 
translated de mortuis nil nisi bonum as ‘ of tbe 
dead nothing but bones ’ trusted to bis common 
sense rather than tbe lexicon. Not so tbe boy 
at St. Paul’s who, according to Paul Blouet, bad 
to translate from a French play, ‘Diable! 
comme le vieus est capricieus’! He looked at 
bis dictionary , an etymological one, and rendered 
the passage thus; ‘The old man is devilishly 
like a goat ’. 

Tbe root from which those errors sprang 
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is Simple and ea^ to detect. It is not alvrays so 
I rarely pass tKe statue of Boadicea on the 
Embankment -without calling to mind a school- 
girl's written account of an educational visit to 
"Westminster Abbey She said, 'Near West- 
nnnster Bridge we saw a statue of Judas in bis 
canot' It seems clear that her knowledge 
of Judas Iscanot was gained not from the Book 
but from the oral Scnpture lesson. A sjiokeQ 
language la toote fruitful of misconceptions than 
the written language A Frenchman who had 
been lu England for some tune confessed that 
there was one English word which entirely 
baffled him- It was ou everybody’s tongue, and 
yet be could never find it m any dictiocsn 
The word was ‘ thaddledoo ' 

Sir John has much to say about mistake- 
traps, their use and abus'* Tears ago I made 
the acquaintance of au old countr) schoolmaster 
who had a choice store of traps for the catching 
of unwary pupils. He regarded them as fine 
teaching devices. ‘How many legs has a 
sheep'^ he would suddenly ask a class of boys. 
'Font SirM ‘And how man> legs of mutton 
can the butcher get from one sheep'* 'Four 
Sir I ’ * Then where does the shoulder of mutton 
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come from’ 1 There is some sense in this. 
method is Socratic. It nncovers a latent coo- 
tradiction, and then resolves it. But some of the 
old fellow’s ‘ catches’ seemed to have no purpose 
beyond venting his own hreakish humour and 
giving him an opportunity of calling his hoys 
a pack of fools. This, for instance: ‘In 
coming to school this morning I saw a girl in a 
white dress milkin g a white cow. What colour 
was the milk, boys’? ‘White, Sir’! ‘That’s 
right. And further on I saw a girl in a black 
dress milking a black cow. What colour was 
that milk’ ? He seldom failed to get somebody 
to fall into the trap. The superfluous insistence 
on colour reminds one of the candidate who at an 
examination in physics was asked to say how he 
would construct a prism so that light would not 
pass through it. It was a question of the critical 
angle of refraction. The candidate however 
wrote: ‘Make it of wood, and paint it black’. 
To return to the black milk, it is incredible that 
the hoys really believed that any cow delivered 
such a fluid. They simply yielded to the 
suggestion of the moment and gave their master 
the'answer they thought he was fishing for. It 
is quite easy by a few leading questions to get 
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yoQiig cKildrea to admit that tbete are no 
vromen in the Isle of Man— and still easier to 
get them to withdraw the admission 

There are, in fact, points of contact between 
the teacher and the conjurer The conjurer 
relies for his efieeta partly on suggestion and 
Iiartly, or indeed tnainl) , on the fact that the 
field of attention is limited If his audience is 
looking and thinking in one direction he knoa 3 
very well that it is blind to wliat la going on in 
other directions. His ejes are fiistened on the 
spot where there is nothing tabng place. His 
patter invites the onlookers to watch the wrong 
process So the teacher bent on leading hi3 
cl3<!S into a pitfall can dispense with a positive 
suggestio /afn he need only dram their atten* 
tvon into one channel The classical example is 
•'Which IS correct, five and seven w eleven, 
or five and seven arc eleven’* In thinking of 
the grammar the victim wUl ignore the arithmetic 
"When m past years I occasionally marked the 
‘method' papers of joung teachers I observed 
that when they were asked to work a simple 
subtraction sum and explain the rationaie, thej 
reasoned well but reckoned badlj Tlie lo^c 
was right, but the sum was wrong — not, of 
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course, invariably wrong, but in a surprisingly 
large number of cases. 

Tbe teacber’s mistake-traps are sometimes 
useful and always pardonable, but tbe inspector s 
or tbe examiner’s may at times become mis- 
cbievous. 15o inspector well skalled in Ms craft 
can fail to make any class in any subject commit 
tbe most flagrant blunders. It does not argue 
profound knowledge on Ms part; it merely 
means tbat a wide experience bas shown bim 
where tbe pitfalls are. Kor does it argue in- 
competence on tbe part of tbe teacher ; it only 
means tbat be bas not approached tbe subject 
from every possible angle. I once taught 
chemistry to a class which was receiving grant 
from South Kensington and was subject to both 
inspection and examination. One day an 
inspector came down and asked tbe ample 
question: ‘What substances do you need to 
make hydrogen?’ The answer came promptly, 
‘ 2 dnc and sulphuric acid’. ‘Yes, and what 
else’1 A dead silence. Kobody was able to 
tell him that water also was necessary — ^that if 
you poured concentrated sulphuric acid on zinc 
cbppings no hydrogen would come off. And 
yet all tbe students in tbe class knew it practi- 
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cally They could all prepare hydrogen in the 
laboratory , nobody ever faded to add the water 
But since the water did not enter into the 
chemical equation they were unaware of its 
function, and the question, ‘What elsi.’^ proved 
an admirable eye-opener When the same in- 
spector tame again next year to see another class 
he asked the same question, but it called forth a 
Very different response. It stimulated the work, 
but it did not cvalnatc it Some inspectors ate 
equipped with an atmonty of such questions, 
aud I think it will be admitted that the questions 
ore as a rule used for a beneSceut purpose. The 
modern inspector is well anarr that his mam 
task. IS to find out what the children knou, not 
what they do not know 
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According to tte Postmaster-General there 
is a steady annual decrease in the number of 
telegrams. This decrease can hardly be due to a 
growing preference for the more leisurely habit 
of letter-writing. It may be presumed that we 
telegraph less because we telephone more, and 
to a number of people this choice of undeniable 
conveniences appears only a choice . of evds, but 
the two are evU in different ways. From the 
recipient's point of view the telegram is a terror 
and the telephone only a bore. There are many 
who can never get over a certain shudder of 
apprehension at the unexpected sight of an 
orange envelope ; in the moment of tearing it 
open the mind has time to conjure up visions of 
every possible domestic catastrophe. 'Che ring 
of a hell, on the other hand, portends only some 
tiresome pereon wanting to ask a tiresome 
question, or it may be only a wrong number. 
As we drag ourselves to our feet we feel ‘ sorry 
we have been troubled,’ but we do not feel fiight- 
eued. In the case of sending a message the posi- 
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tion 13 reversed "We ate faghtcDed of dropping 
onr tvo pennies in at the nrong time We 
are frightened of the nnknown and ira^f'ible 
per&on for whom we did not ask, or of being 
snubbed if we protest mildiv after nothing par- 
ticular has occurred for five minutes. There is 
nothing pojitivelv alarming about sending a 
telegram, but it is a bore to find one string u ith 
no pencil attached to it and the next ivith a 
pencil that jibs snless it be licked into obedience. 
It IS also a bore to tr> to get fourteen essential 
into twelve mcomprchenaible words. 

There arc presumablp some purposes for 
which the telegram Mill alnajs be the more 
popular vehicle There is, for in&tsnce,thehopp 7 
ocoiBion of a engagement or a wedding It is a 
simple matter to dash off heartiest congratula- 
tions and be done with it, but to have to sav the 
dreadful words would be insupportable The 
Swiss postal authorities are so sensible of the 
advantage of telegrams for this purpose th.4t 
they have prepared a number of forms suitable 
to joyful occasions Perhaps the recipient mav 
he a little depressed as he opens telegram after 
telegram couched m precisely the same felicitous 
terms, but he will no doubt learn to take the 
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\nll for tlie deed. And for purposes of neces- 
sary untrutMulness tte telegram is surely 
supreme. Many a man can be a splendid liar by 
telegram rrbo could not for a moment with- 
stand cross-examination on the telephone. In 
such cases the need for brevity is an immense 
safeguard. Nobody with any regard for economy 
would put into a telegram more than one 
reason for not going out to dinner, whereas 
there is a fatal fluency about the telephone. It 
encourages the adding of one artistic stroke to 
another till the great edifice of excuses suddenly 
becomes top-heavy and collapses. There was 
once, i£ memory serves, a certain farce of Maddi- 
son Morton’s in which the chief point, the joke 
round which the whole play revolved, was the 
sending of a telegram. To-day all plays have 
the telephone, and there is one in which the 
wireless plays an important part The telegram 
is for the moment at a discount, but perhaps 
some day there may be a play in which it comes 
into its own again as an interesting relic of a 
bygone age. 
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* Greater lo'V o bath no man tlxan this, that 
a man lay down hia life for his friend' In the 
simplicity of these words lies one of the most 
profoundly moving thoughts m the world, in 
them IS expressed an ideal than which there can 
be no grander We cannot at any time repeat 
them without feeling that we are upon the 
border line of hnman possibility, that we ate 
passing into the presence of God The love that 
mil maVe the ultimate aaenhee is an immortal 
love, transcending the bounds of the finite. On 
Artmetice Day, especially, the words hold for us 
a meaning that is beyond expressuon For wo 
have dedicated that day to the memory of that 
mighty host of men and women who, in the Great 
War, offered up themselves for us, their friends. 
We have made of it Remcmhrance Day The} 
died for us , in free of ao stupendous an offermg 
wearedumb We pemembcT*andjearbyyear 
wo humbly acknowledge the debt in that exqui- 
sitely fitting geatore, the two mmutea’ Silence. 

They di^ for us , and tiic least we can do in 
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return is in tliose t^vo sacred minutes every year 
to die witk them. That is the meaning of the 
Silence ; for that brief instant of time the nation 
ceases from its life and becomes one "with its dead. 
We meet then in Eternity -with those who on 
earth were our feiends, who fought and died 
for us. 

In that Great Silence we who knew the war 
pass through an emotion that is hardly to be 
endured. Our memories are too vivid, our 
thoughts too personal; Time, which mercifully 
blurs all other grievous memories, seems but to 
sharpen the edge of these, and the keener pangs 
of individual loss outweigh profounder feelings. 
Yet the true spirit of Remembrance Day is not 
altogether reached until we sink our personal 
bereavement in thankful contemplation of the 
love which impelled those hosts to spend them- 
selves 60 heely for us, until we can meditate 
with holy sorrow on the wonder of a nation’s 
manhood gladly suffering and dying that others 
might be saved, Not that we can ever under- 
stand ; there is in vicarious suffering a sublimity 
which passes comprehensiou, which is beyond 
reason. But though we cannot understand, our 
imagination can conceive; therefore on Be- 
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tneuxbrauce Day let os give ourselves wholly to 
the effort to reaeh. out to u couceptrou of that 
subJimitj Ou all other daj s we c»a live our busy 
little lives, hurry to and fro, work and plsy, be 
glad and sorry, dispute about rights and wrongs , 
for this one day let u3 torn from all that is of 
this world and for a short apace let us think on 
and he one with those who ‘martvra not less 
than soldiers unconquerable, except by 
Death, which they had conquered have eet 
np a monument of native virtoc which will 
command the wonder, the reverence, and the 
gt&tvtudc of OUT island people as long os wo 
endure a nation among men ’ 

It IS by sharing with the young the sense of 
triumphant joy in the goodness and strength of 
human nature, which the thought of the great 
saenfiee gives us, that we shall beat hand on 
the tradition of this day, the tradition of re- 
membrance "Wefaiewthc war , we shared — some 
more, some ie^p—iu the suffering of those whom 
wo honour , we drank with them some draughts 
of the cup of their misery. But the generation 
which IS growing up m out midst, the chddien 
in our homes, the children who in their happj 
multitudes throng our schooV, do not knoa the 
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■war, cannot realize as we do the heroism it 
inspired. Tet Remembrance Day is theirs as 
it is ours. The hundreds upon hundreds of 
thousands of men and women who gave their 
lives in the war gave them, not for us alone, but 
for our children and our children’s children. 
Can that miracle of "vicarious suffering be suffici- 
ently celebrated by those whom the accident of 
time compelled to be witnesses of it? Gan one 
generation mourn the loss of these who died not 
for one generation? Rather is the keeping of 
their memory sacred a perpetual obligation, an 
obligation to be handed on piously from one 
generation to another, for ever. The good name 
of our fatherland, its honour and integrity, are 
in the keeping of no one generation ; nor is the 
memory of those gallant hosts who in the day of 
England’s need offered and gave their aU for 
England’s sake. 

"We must hand on the tradition of remem- 
brance. The memory of those who died must 
live for ever ; theirs was a sacrifice the thought 
of which will sweeten all the ages to come. And 
in, the simple memorial services, beautiful and 
dignified and restrained, which are held on 
Armistice Day in schools throughout the land, 
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there can be no finer vr&y of handing on the 
tradition The youngest child, standing for the 
first time with hia fellows to honour the glorious 
dead, cannot bnfcbe impressed whenhe hears read 
the names of those who from that school went 
out to war and nho to the glon of God and in 
defence of their land and their loved ones gave 
their lives in blessed sacrifice As he bends ins 
head through the Great Silence he must dimly 
feel BOmethin" of the wonder of it nil "With 
the sadly exultant notes of the * Last Post' there 
must sink into the inmost depths of Ins being 
some realixation of the solemnity of that hour, 
there must be planted some idea of the magni- 
tude ofthe debt he owes to those nnknown friends 
From the school service, mote than from 
anything else, will our children gain their early 
impressions of the meaning of this day set apart. 
So let there be in it no hint of the tawdry or 
the meietncvous, nothing of vainglory or of 
boasting, nothing to mar the perfection of its 
requiescal spirit. Tet what«oc\ et can be done 
to add to it a nch and stately fullness, austere 
and refined, let that be done. The choicest 
uorda in prajer, woids reverently spoken, words 
which will breathe fall-hearted thankfolness to 
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God for these his noble children ; readings firom 
rhe Scriptures, esquisitelj read; grand and 
solemn music played hy the hand of a loving 
master; lines of immortal verse fittingly de- 
claimed- A service full of beauty, full of truth ; 
naught else vrill serve. 

And if, as teachers or as parents, ve talk 
•with our children on Remembrance Day, as it is 
right vre should, of the meaning of this holy 
anniversary, of -what shall -we speak? Kot of 
■war and of its horrors, not of its iniquity and its 
loathsomeness, not of the envy, hatred, malice 
and all uncharitableness ■which provoke and 
compel i-b. Spare them that for this one day. 
Isot even of the nobility of the attempts to 
prevent ■war ; this is not a day for propaganda, 
though that propaganda be the highest and 
holiest. This is Remembrance Day, a day of 
mourning and of pride. Let us speak only of 
that greater love, of that ineffable grandness of 
soul that is in man and that drives him to thro'w 
away, as if it were a thing of little price, all 
that life means 'to him, so that it may mean 
more for others. Let us strive to show to onr 
children that it is because of the mystery of that 
greater love that this day is a holy anniversary, 
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an anniversary sadly ai^ yet joyfully to be 
observed. Let us lead them gently, reverently, 
into the presence of those who, dead to the 
flesh, are yet for ever England. Nothing 13 
here for waibng or despair, nobly these qmt 
themselves and well, and left the world the 
cleaner and the grander for their death. Thoit 
memorj gives us strength, and m the strength 
of their strength wo too can bo strong, and go 
on inspired and unafraid. 
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THE LEGEND OF THE WAE 


One of the most remarkable stories of the 
nineteenth century is that of the grovrbh of the 
Napoleonic legend. It may he that the twentieth 
century will have a yet more remarkable story 
to present, that of the growth of the legend of 
the Great War of 1914-1918. The War is by 
now remote enough for the dash of fiction, which, 
colouring history, produces a legend, to pass in 
many quarters unchallenged, even unnoticed. 
There is hardly a man or woman under thirty 
in this country who took an active part in the 
War ; there is not a child in our junior schools 
who can remember it. 

What is the character of the legend ? It is 
as yet impossible to say; the forces at work 
creating it are so diverse in their aims and 
their methods are in many cases unconscious 
either of aims or of methods. But one can dis- 
tinguish in it a growing sense of the horror and 
waste of war, of the tragic futility of the whole 
business. There is not a trace of any effort to 
glorify war, but rather to expose its depths of 
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saffenog and degradation 

Who are the creators of tha legend^ There 
are some ob^oua Meators, and behind them 
many others ivhose work la not so obvious to 
the general eye The novelists, the essayists, 
the dramatists, the painters, and the sculptors 
IV hose creations have been so ptommently before 
the cyea of all dunng the past feiv years, cannot 
escape their responsibility Some of them are 
much nearer to history than to fiction, but the 
form in which they present their history compda 
them to employ ^ii^t tht. methods of distortion, 
of disproportion, which distinguish legend &om 
history The lab* C E Montague, whenhewrote 
' Disenchantment/ wrote of his experiences— 
physical, intellectual and spiritaal— in the ranks 
ofahattalioD notunknown to history , every word 
of what he said was true, in the sense that the 
incidents of which he spokeall actually happened , 
hut he was concerned, not with what happened, 
but wTth the effect of a succcsjsion of events and 
experiences upon his own delicate and sensitive 
mind In the same way. Journey’s End la con* 
tnbuting to the legend. The success of this play 
is due to the fact that every one who witnesses 
It recogmics at once the truth to life of ovetv 
195 



COKTKMrORAKr T.SiSATS 

incident, every remark. It i? history, in that it 
rcprc-sents exactly vbat did hap|K;n in the dug- 
oats in front of Cambrai or any other sector of 
the front But it is legend in that every incident, 
ever)' remark, simply because it is selected and 
presented, is thereby given a disproportionate 
value, and is therefore to some extent fictitious. 

Among the cieator.s of the legend vbose 
work, and the results of whose work, are not so 
obvious, must be reckoned the teachers. It may 
be that they have but one single opportunity 
during each year of fixing and perjietuating it ; 
but even if that be the case their influence must 
bo colossal. The thought of 200,000 men and 
women bringing their united influence to bear, 
if only for a few moments each year, upon millions 
of the most receptive minds in the country, is a 
staggering one. Upon the force and nature of 
that influence must depend in very large measure 
the character of the legend of the War that will 
hold the minds of the people in years to come. 

Itis a responsibility which cannot be evaded, 
for the War cannot be forgotten. It behoves us 
then that the legend shall be worthy of the canse, 
and of the reason for its continuance. War must 
not be again, for w'ar under modern conditions 
196 



THE T.F(Tl,D OF THF WAR 
IS too colossal and too wasteful a tragedy to enact, 
it has become a retrograde step on the match of 
humanity to better things. Therefore it is right 
that our legend shall imply the 6tupidit\ , the 
futility, the horror of war But we rau^t not forget 
that war, though in itself debasing and disgrace- 
ful, calls forth — and did call forth in abundant 
measure between 1914 and 1918 — the highest 
and most beautiful qualities in the human race, 
and calls them forth more urgently than do 
most of the demands of peace. We cannot 
forget, not should our children eyer fell to 
lealuse, what it means tliat an almost mnumcra* 
ble host of men and women made the supreme 
sacrifice by giving their lives for their country 
On that we can pause year by year , for therein 
hes the heart and meaning of our legend War 
calls forth the highest and most beautiful quali- 
ties m man, but only to destroy and v. aste them, 
for war can be satisfied only by death, and 
wholesale death. When mankind am learn 
that it 13 better to hvo worthily than to die 
\sorthtl>, that the demands of peace, thonghlcss 
strident than those of war, con be satisfied by no 
lesser qualities, the object of our legend will 
be achieved 
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